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THE 

FATAL   PROPHECY. 
A  c  T    I. 

SCENE    I. 

An  Apartment  in  Canute's  Palace-t. 

Canute. 

CC  r    ET  the  fword  fleep,  and  the  grim-vlfag'd  war 

*'  In  iron  bondage  reft" — fo  dos'd  the  ftraia 
That  told  my  triumphs  o'er  the  vanquilh'd  hoft 
Of  Eric — Bat  the  martial  ftar,  that  rules 
The  fate  of  Denmark's  Kings,  to  glorious  toil 
Devotes  their  lives,  and  bids  them  clofe  in  blood. 

B  z  ^Then. 
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—Then,  farewell  peace !  Farewell  the  flattering  wifh. 

That  Nature,  wearied  with  the  weight  of  years. 

Indulges  for  repofe  !  Thefe  filver  hairs 

So  thinn'd,  fo  whiten'd  by  the  ftealth  of  time. 

Shall  the  hard  helmet  bruife,  and  this  old  arm 

Sullain  the  fhield  once  more — was  this  the  caufe  ? 

Was  it,  prefuming  on  my  feebler  age. 

That  Norway's  haughty  Monarch  durfl  invade 

The  realm  of  Denmark? — By  my  fword,  the  thought 

New- nerves  each  ftiatter'd  limb Forth  from  thy 

fheath. 
Friend  of  my  glory  ! — one  tafk  more  remains. 
Which  well  perform'd,  together  we'll  repofe. 
Companions  in  the  grave. 

SCENE    ir. 

Canute,  Asmond. 

Canute. 
Son  of  my  youth ! 

Say,  Afmond,  has  the  bold  invader  own'd 

That, 


[   s   ] 

That,  envious  of  thy  father's  fame,  he  come* 
With  great  ambition  to  fubdue  Canute  ? 
To  mock  the  eiFo/ts  of  his  feebler  arm. 
And  tear  the  laurels  from  his  aged  brow  ? 

ASMOND. 

As  yet  the  caufe  of  Valdemar*s  deicent 
Is  not  proclaim'd — but,  if  xeporfbe  true. 
He  comes  not,  mov'd  by  envy,  or  contempt,' 
Or  wild  ambition — Vengeance  is  his  motive 
For  injufd  honour. 

Canute, 
Forty  years  are  fled 

Since  from  his  father's  vanquifh*d  arm  I  won 
The  fpoils  of  Arvor. 

Asmono.^ 
'Tis  a  recent  caufe, 

Whca  crown'd  with  vi£lory  on  tb^  plaifis  of  hsmoh 
B  3  The 
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The  feaft  of  triumph  thro'  thefe  fplendid  halls 
Proclaimed  your  high  fuccefs — Each  warriour  chief 
That  fhar'd  the  toils  of  battle  and  the  praife. 
Was  then  by  name  invited  to  partake 
The  honours  of  your  board — fave  only  two 
The  friends  alone  had  not  your  royal  fummons. 

Canute. 
Whom  calleft  thou  the  friends  ? 

ASMOND, 

Known  by  that  name 
Are  Oftan  and  Berino  ;  Nature's  twins ; 
To  whom  one  heart  fhe  gave,  one  valiant  heart. 
Generous  and  faithful — Side  by  fide  they  fought 
On  Lemor's  plain ;  each  ftudious  to  divert 
The  ftroke  direfted  at  his  dearer  friend. 
More  than  to  fhield  his  own  brave  breafl  from  harm, 

Canute. 
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Canute, 
Such  virtues  we  admire  ;  nor  were  the  friends 
Rejeded,  but  forgot. 

As  MONO. 

The  feeming  flight 

Stung  to  the  foul  of  honour Patriot  love. 

And  fair  allegiance  by  the  wound  expired, 
Raflily  to  Norway's  hoftile  ftiores  they  fled. 
And  bow'd,  tho'  born  in  Denmark,  meanly  bow*d 
To  Valdemar  your  foe, 

Canute, 
Low-thoughted  traitors ! 
But  is  it  then  by  their  perfuafions  mov'd 
That  Valdemar  prefumes  t'  invade  my  realm, 
And  hopes  he  with  two  fugitives  of  mine 
To  concjuer  me  and  Denmark  ? 

B  4  As  MONO: 


E     8    J 

Fame  has  told 

A  different  tale— Returning  from  the  chace. 
When  firfl  young  Oflan  came  to  Norway's  queen, 
And  graceful  threw  his  trophies  at  her  feet. 
Love,  which  is  Nature's  fympathy,  and  a£ts 
Uninfluenc'd  by  reafon,  fudden  feiz'd 

The  beauteous  Lena Inftantly  they  fled 

From  Norway's  realm  to  Denmark — and  the  fleet 
Moor'd  on  our  ilormy  coafts,  purfued  the  lovers, 

Canute. 
Was  this  the  caufe  ?    Then  why  not  fuch  prodaim'd 
By  the  firft  herald  that  approach'd  our  fliores  ? 
We  yield  no  refuge  to  the  faithlefs  wife. 
Or  guell  ungrateful — Love,  wherever  plac'd 
With  innocence,  might  juflly  claim  prote^ion, 

And 


[    9    ] 

And  Denmark's  ions  expe£l  it  from  their  king, 
Tho'  worlds  were  in  the  way.     But,  Afmond,  here, 
Tho'  thou,  methinks,  wouldft  fmooth  a  guilty  paffion» 
And  found  the  caufe  in  nature — Juftice  claims 
That  here  no  fword  be  lifted  but  her  own, 

ASMOND. 

Whate*er  your  royal  wifdom  (hall  determine, 
•Tis  always  mine  t*  approve  ;  for  duty  thus 
Is  wifdom  :  but,  alas !  when  carelefs  years. 
Elate  with  wild  feilivity  of  heart. 
Fly  in  full  chace  of  pleafure,  hard  the  tafk 
To  flop  the  mad  purfuitl     Eager  of  foul. 
Impetuous,  and  impatient  of  reftraint. 
With  paflions  uncontroulM,  and  chufmg  ftill 
What  wears  the  face  of  danger — Oflan  brooks  not 
Reflexion's  filent  thought,  nor  hears  the  voice 
Of  cool,  deciding  reafon— yet  he  boafts 

Virtues 


[      .0      ] 

Virtues  that  might  his  {lighter  foibles  veil. 
The  generous  heart  is  his  ;  the  living  glow 
Of  ^oul- uniting  friendfhip;  fcorning  fear, 
Anu  all  that's  low,  or  Utile,  the  fublime, 
Unconquer'd  mind. 

Canute, 

A  charader  like  this 
Becomes  a  man  of  Denmark. 

ASMOND. 

Not  lefs  brave. 

Nor  to  his  friend  lefs  faithful  is  Berino. 
Bat,  tempered  mild,  his  equal  virtues  fhine 
With  fleadler  light,  nor  fully  their  fair  flame 
With  deeds  of  indifcretion.     Led  by  friendfliip 
More  than  refentment,  probably,  he  fled 
To  Norway's  court,  and  now  refolves  to  fliare 

la 
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In  Oftan's  fortunes,  while  he  difapprovee 
His  condud, 

Canute. 

Virtues  fuch  as  thefe  may  veil 

Inferior  faults;  but  where  the  public  love 

Is  loft  in  private,  friendlhip  is  a  crime. 

As  MONO, 

The  tongue  of  Afmond  fhall  not  plead  for  crimes. 
But  where  a  brave  man's  charafler  is  weigh'd. 
Humanity  would  drop  into  the  fcale 
Each  circumftance  of  favour, 

Canute. 
Soon  his  bravery. 

Or  innocence,  or  both  (hall  have  their  trial. 
Is  Lot  HER  yet  return'd? 


[  ,2  ] 

AsMOND. 

With  every  moment. 

Such  his  young  ardour  for  the  works  of  war, 

I  now  exped  him had  he  not  your  orders 

To  learn  the  caufe  of  Valdemar's  defcent. 
And  mark  the  motions  of  his  hoU  ? 

Canute. 
Such  orders 
He  had  from  me Delay  not  his  report. 

SCENE    III. 

AsMOND, 

O  wreaths  cf  glory,  won  fo  oft,  and  worn 
By  the  cold  brows  of  Death! — How  many  Cons 
Have  Denmark's  ravag'd  hills,  and  vales,  bedew'd 
With  her  own  blood,  bewail'd-— —Oft  on  her  meors. 

Marking 
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Marking  the  dim  flone  near  the  Warrior's  grave^ 
E'en  the  hard  hunter  (lops,  and  from  his  eye 
Slow  ftcals  the  ftranger  tear.     The  virgin  fad 
Roves  by  the  pale  moon  o'er  the  lonely  heaih, 
And,  every  fear  forgot  in  ftrong  defpair. 
Mourns  o'er  the  turf  where  the  d.^ar  relics  lie 

Of  blafled  hope  and  love On  Lemor's  fnore* 

What  numbers  fell !  and  (hall  thefe  ravag'd  hills, 
Thefe  vales  bedew'd  with  blood,  once  more  bewail 
Their  brave  inhabitants  ?     Shall  Afmond  live 
To  mourn  his  future  fubjef^s  ?     Painful  thought! 
My  aged  father  I— —Shall  the  brave  Canute, 
Now,  all  but  trembling  with  the  weight  of  years, 
Thofe  years  forgetting,  meet  th'  impetuous  foe,. 
And  bare  his  gray  head  to  the  hoftiie  dart  f 
Shall  Lother— •at  that  name  the  parent  bleed*,— • 
Ere  time  Kas  ffa-crigrhen'd  kis  un^ftniw'd  arm, 


Pour 
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Pour  his  young  life  upon  the  deathful  plain. 
And  blall  the  hopes  of  Denmark  ? 

SCENE    IV. 

ASMOND,  LOTHER, 
ASMOND* 

Looks  of  joy  f 

Then,  Lother,  is  the  fierce  invader  fled  ? 

Has  he,  more  wife,  withdrawn  his  hollilc  fleet. 

And  fought  the  rocks  of  Norway  ? 

LoTHER, 

Swift  as  winds. 

His  glcamy  cars  dart  o'er  the  trembling  plain. 
And  his  dark  fquadrons  hide  an  hundred  hills: 
From  ftiield  to  fliield  the  fcatter'd  fun  beams  dance, 
Trembling  in  dreadful  glory— —O  my  father  I 


[     >5    ] 

A  conqueft  here  is  worthy  the  ambition 

Even  of  thofe  valiant  breafls  that  oft  have  conquer'd. 

E'en  of  the  fons  of  Denmark — Let  me  fhare 

In  the  rich  honours  of  that  glorious  day. 

Which  drowns  yon  hod  in  blood,  and  at  your  feet 

Thus  gratitude  ftiall  fall. 

ASMOND, 

Lother,  no  more ! 

If  Denmark's  king  fhall  doom  that  unbrac'd  arm 

Again  to  ache  beneath  the  ponderous  fhield. 

And  tempt  the  rage  of  war,  we  know  our  duty; 

Yet  name  it  not,  I  charge  thee,  nor  follicit. 

What  well  thou  know'il:,  too  prodigal  of  life. 

Thy  prince  would  fcarce  refufe;  but  hafl  thou  learnt 

The  real  caufe  that  brings  thefe  ravagers 

On  Denmark's  war-worn  coafts  ? 

LtTHER^ 


t    16    J 

LOTHER, 

Report  for  once 

Has  brought  a  tale  of  truth*    The  brave  Berino 

(For  Lemor's  blood -ftain'd  heath  has  known  him 

brave) 
Wand'ring  I  met  along  the  midway  hills, 
Penfive,  as  one  that  courted  folitode 
To  cherifti  painful  thought.     A  manly  forrow 

Sate  on  his  noble  afpe«^ when  he  rais'd 

His  drooping  eye  to  me,  like  one  he  feem'd. 
Whom  generous  fhame  could  wound,  unknown  to  fear» 
With  friendly  words  I  hail'd  him,  and  aiTurM 
His  valour  and  his  virtues  ftill  were  dear 
To  Denmark's  princes,  though  his  rafh  revolt 
Might  roufe  thsir  juft  refcntmcnt 

AjmoKd* 
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ASMOND. 

Still  remember 

To  treat  diftrefs  with  fuch  humanity  ; 

For  oft  it  is  the  lot  of  noble  natures, 

Tho*  raihnefs  were  it's  caufe.     What  did  he  tell  thee 

Concerning  this  invafion? 

LOTHER. 

«*  Mark,"  he  cried, 

*  The  waving  enfigns  of  yon  hoflile  camp  ! 
"  There  read  Berino's  anguilh  and  diigrace. 
"  For  Norway's  Queen,  a  fugitive  of  love, 
"  With  my  too  daring  Ollan,  thofe  dark  hofts 
**  Invade  my  country  ;  prince,  I  blufh  to  feem 
'*  AfTociate  in  a  caufe  like  this,  but  friendfhip 
*'  Still  holds  my  heart  to  Oftan,  nor  in  death 
«  WiU  I  defert  him." 

Vol.  If.  C  AsMONB, 
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ASM0ND» 

O  diflinguifli'd  honouf ! 
Exalted  fentiments,  whate'er  their  objeft ! 
Lother,  wc  mufr  not  fufFer  this  brave  youth 
To  fall  devoted  in  the  threaten'd  ruin, 
A  facrifice  to  friendfhip— But  the  king 
Expefls  each  moment  thy  return  ;  inform  him 
Of  what  thou  know'Il  minutely,  nor  forget 
One  circumftance  in  favour  of  Berino 


[Exit  Lother. 
Avilda!  ah!  another  grief !  But  love, 

SCENE    V. 

As.M0ND,  Avilda. 

Avilda, 
DidH  thou  not  name  Berino  ?  Yet  that  found 
Thrills  on  mijie  ear— Didft  thou  not  name  Berino  ? 

ASMOND 
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ASMOND. 

Love  has  no  temples  in  the  field  of  war. 
And  every  weaker  paffion  muft  give  way 
To  Denmark's  fafet/. 

AviLDA, 

Afmond,  too,  unkind  ? 

Then  am  I  loft  indeed ;  yet  tell  me,  prince. 

My  once  moft  tender  brother,  tell  Avilda 

If  fhe  has  yet  one  anxious  hour  to  live. 

Or  is  her  dear  Berino  now  condemn'd 

To  fufFcr  for  th'  enormous  crime  of  friendfhip  ? 

AsMOND. 

You  wrong  my  tendernefs  if  you  fuppofe 
I  would  not  ftretch  my  utmoft  power  to  {ave  him— « 
That  fault  of  friendfhip  yet  may  render  vain 
My  beft  endeavours— ftill  attach'd  to  Oftan, 

C  z  If 
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If  with  determin'd  ardour  he  purfucs 
His  dangerous    fortunes. 

AviLDA. 

Afmond,  from  one  fource 

The  dream  of  life  we  drew — fed  from  one  breaft. 

By  one  afFedion  cherifti'd — If  that  love. 

That  tenderefl  love,  which  melts  in  fillers  hearf^ 

E'er  touch'd  thy  bofom,  fave  the  gallant  youth. 

From  his  own  virtues  fave  him  ;  if  his  friendfhip 

Would  urge  him  to  dellruftion. 

ASMOND. 

Has  my  condudl 

Made  fuch  intreaties  needful? 

AviLDA. 

Ever  kind  ! 

Forgive,  once  more,  the  vain  follicltudcs 

C 
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Of  female  fear  and  love — when  the  flrfl  figh 
Stole  from  my  breaft  unconfcious ;  when  the  tear 
Sprung  fudden  at  the  tender  thought ;  the  blufli 
Unbidden  glowing ;  when  the  lonely  walk 
At  eve*s  late  hour  withdrew  me  from  the  palace. 
In  luxury  of  folitude,  you  mark'd 
This  change  of  condu6l  with  a  brother's  eye. 
Nor  let  the  fweet  diftradion  prey  unknown 
In  filence  on  my  heart — For  ever  faithful. 
You  kept  th*  important  fecret  of  my  foul 
E'en  from  the  objedl  of  my  love,  and  promis'd. 
When   Denmark's  crown  fhould  reft  on   Afmond's 
head. 

Each  wifti  fnould  be  accomplifh'd — what  I've  fuiFer'd 
From  Oftan's  rafh  revolt,  what  now  I  fuffer 

From  all  it's  dire  efFeds,  th'  uncertain  fate 

Of  defolating  war,  and  the  firm  juftice 

Of  our  indignant  father,  Afmond,  judge. 

And  then  forgive  ray  weaknefs, 

C    3  ASMOND. 
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ASMOND, 

Love  oft  ftrengthens 

A  woman's  courage,  heightens  oft  her  fears. 

Gives  tc  the  fearful  an  unwonted  boldnefs. 

The  bold  unwonted  fear.     Tho'  timorous  now, 

Avilda  oft  has  prov'd  in  fortitude 

The  daughter  of  Canute— —Her  infant  heart 

Beat  to  the  trumpet's  clangor— and  her  eye 

"With  pleafure  glanc'd  to  meet  the  Ihining  faulchions 

Oft  has  her  hand  the  temper'd  cuirafs  bound 

On  her  brave  father's  breafl Oft  has  fhe  beg'd 

At  diftance  but  to  mark  his  glorious  toil. 
And  panted  to  purfue  him  thro'  his  dangers, 

AviLDA. 

Kind  as  thou  art,  why  wouldft  thou,  prince,  recall 
PaA  days  of  happinefs;  when  xny  £xqq  breafl 

Knew 
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Knew  no  wild  paffions,  felt  no  anxious  fears. 
Save  for  a  father's,  or  a  brother's  fafety  ? 

ASMOND. 

Far  happier  had  that  kind  anxiety 

To  Lemor's  heath  ne'er  led  thee  ! yet  if  there 

Thy  virgin  heart  iirft  yielded  to  the  ftroke 
Of  allfubduing  love— —well  haft  thou  won 
The  pity  of  that  brother,  on  whofe  dangers 
Thy  dear  affedion  drew  thee  to  attend. 

AVILDA. 

O  day  !  to  memory  painful  fiill  and  dear  ! 
When  glowing  from  the  recent  toils  of  war, 
His  bright  locks  fcatter'd  o'er  his  ardent  cheek, 
Carelefs — and  Vidlory  dancing  in  his  eye, 
Berino  caught  my  foul — a  wounded  friend 
Hang  feebly  on  his  arm,  on  whom  he  look'd 
With  inexpreluve  tendernefs 

C    4  AsMONDj 
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ASMOND. 

That  friend 

Was  Oftan — Thro'  the  battle's  bleeding  van 

By  headlong  valour  led,  cover'd  with  wounds, 

Befet  witli  foes,  and  the  lail  ftroke  of  death 

From  every  hand  Impending,  the  brave  youth 

Flew  to  his  refcue,  and  in  triumph  led  him 

Tho'  weak,  to  fafety  ;  thus  he  provM  his  friendflilp. 

And  thus  he  won  thy  love. 

AviLDA. 

O  love  hard-fated  1 

O  friendfhip  ill-repaid  I  Is  this  the  meed  ? 

Is  this  the  grateful  recompence  of  life 

That  Oftan  gives  his  friend  ?  Thus  to  involve  him 

In  all  the  evils  that  his  own  ralh  conduft 

Has  drawn  upon  him! 

AsMONt^ 
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ASMOND, 

To  avert  thofe  evils 

Is  my  immediate  care — And  thou,  Avilda, 

Encourage  gentle  hope ;  of  which  one  ray 

For  lovers  quick  eye  fuffices.     Denmark's  fafcty 

Our  firfl:  attention  claims — yet  reft  aflur'd. 

The  objedl  of  a  filler's  happinefs 

Afmond  can  ne'er  forget. 

SCENE   vr. 

Avilda. 

May  all  the  powers 

That  watch  o'er  Denmark  make  thee  more  fuccefsful 

Than  my  heart  bodes — And — O  thou  Spirit  that  rul'll 

The  ftar  whofe  bright  urn  iheds  his  golden  light 

O'er  evening's  azure  veil ;  thou  fpirit  of  Love, 

That  pour'H  foft  anguifh  into  mortal  hearts. 

The  painful  tendernefs,  the  fweet  defiru(^ion 

Of 
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Of  peace  and  dear  indifference ;  gentle  fpirlt. 
If  ever  Pity  at  thy  rofy  (hrine, 
Prefer'd  one  tender  vow  ;  if  ever  Hope, 
By  thee  infpir'd,  not  prophefied  in  vain ; 
Indulge  the  fond  wifh  of  one  fuppliant  maid. 
And  fave,  O  fave— — 

SCENE    VII. 
AvjLDA,  Bering. 

AviLDA. 

Audacious  chief,  who  art  thou  ? 
That  thus  intruded  on  the  folitude 
Of  Denmark's  Princefs 

Bering. 
May  I  hope  for  pardon  ? 
lUuflrious  daughter  of  the  brave  Canute, 
You  fee  no  bold  intruder,  but  a  fuppliant. 


I  camo 
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i  came  a  fuppliant  to  the  Prince  of  Denmark, 
And,  mifdirefted,  hop'd  to  £nd  him  here. 

AviLDA. 

Wherefore  a  fuppliant  ?  Haft  thou  then  a  crime  ? 

Berino. 
I  cannot  boaft  of  innocence,  but  hope, 
For  this  offence,  that  I  retire  forgiven, 

AviLDA, 

Stay,  youth ;  perhaps  my  intereft  with  my  brother 
May  not  be  ufelefs ;  and,  methinks,  that  look 
Ingenuous  fpeaks  a  foul  incapable 
Of  crimes  beyond  th'  extent  of  royal  grace, 

Eerino. 
O  princefs,  more  than  worthy  the  fair  fame 

That  all  the  North's  extended  regions  fills 

With 
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With  your  diHInguIfh'd  virtues !  fruulcfs  here 
Were  all  yot^r  generous  efforts  to  afliil 
A  wretch  who  courts  the  tardy  hand  of  juftice 
To  fave  him  from  the  anguifli  of  remorfe, 
And  end  a  painful  being — Know,  I  am 
Bcrino, needs  there  more  ? 


AviLDA  (afide) 

Too  well  I  know  it ! 

Oh!  hold,  my  heart,  thy  purpofe — But  what  here. 
What  Ihall  I  fay,  or  do  r — Direj^  me  Hearven ! 

Berixo. 

O  Chief  of  Denmark  !  O  difgrac'd  Berino ! 
How  fall'n  from  thy  fair  honours !  At  thy  name 
The  cheek  of  virtue  reddens,  and  the  eye 
Of  innocence  with  pity,  or  contempt. 
Or  both,  beholds  thee. 


AviLDA, 

Youth,  miftake  me  not. 


I  know 
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I  know  not  anger,  if  I  know  contempt, 
'Tis  for  abandon'd  and  unblufhing  guilt. 

That,  furely,   is  not  thine 1  am  no  ftranger 

To  the  fad  flory  of  that  joylefs  Icok, 
And  that  dejedled  eye  :  I  am  no  i^ranger 
To  the  firm  friendfhip  which  you  bear  to  Ollan, 
It's  glorious  caufe,  or  it's  eiFefts  lefs  glorious. 
Yet  pity,  furely,  is  at  leall  your  due; 
And  pity — was  th'  emotion  that  I  felt 
For  you  and  for  your  fortunes. 

Bering. 
Generous  princefs  ! 

How  ill,  alas !  I've  merited  this  goodnefs. 
Yon  holl-clad  hills  in  threatening  pomp  proclaim 
Loud  thro'  the  realm  of  Denmark — an  afrociate 
In  Oftan's  flight  I  was — His  friend  I  am. 
Nor  even  in  Death  will  I  defert  him — Juilice 


To 
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To  an  offended  Prince,  the  law  of  nations. 
Perhaps  even  Denmark's  fafety  may  demand 

One  vidlim  here That  vidlim  let  me  fall 

A  Chief  of  Denmark  given  to  his  revenge 
May  Norway's  Prince  appeafe,  and  the  rich  blood 
That  pours  a  warm  tide  to  each  Patriot  breaft. 
It's  azure  urns  retain. 

AviLDA. 

Miflakcn  Chief ! 

Too  prodigal  of  life  !  'Twcre  vain  to  think 
That  Norway's  Monarch  would  accept  a  vidlim 
To  favour  his  efcape  who  wounds  his  honour. 
And  violates  his  love— 'Twere  vain  to  hope 
That  Denmark's  King  would  doom  the  innocent 
And  give  the  guilty  freedom^— Chief— yet  more  ! 
Thy  country  may  demand  an  arm  like  thine. 
Approved  in  valour — would'ft  thou,  then,  redeem 

Her 
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Ker  alienated  love  ?  would'll  thou  repair 
The  injuries  thy  daring  friend  has  done  her. 

Live  for  her  fervice  and  her  fafety Thus, 

And  on  thefe  terms  alone  may*il  thou  expeifl 
My  royal  father's,  or  my  brother's  favour  * 

That  favour  now  I  haflen  to  folicit. 
And  may  the  Gods  that  fmile  on  Denmark  guard 
thee  ! 


ACT 
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ACT      IL 

SCENE    I. 

A  Cottage  in  a  mountainous  De/artt 

Lena. 
"T^E  AR,  horrid  hours  of  unpermitted  joy  ! 
•*-^     What  anxious  moments  does  the  woman  pafsj 
Who  riots  in  the  arms  of  lawlefs  love ! 
But  ah  !  when  Danger's  threatening  form  invades 
The  fcene  of  flolen  happinefs;  tho'  dearer, 
Tho'  then  more  exquifite  the  theft  of  blifs. 

Sure  mifery  is  behind Perhaps,  e'en  now 

The  troops  of  Norway  range  o'er  thefe  wild  hills 

To  feek  their  low-fall'n  queen with  infolence. 

With  all  th*  unmanner'd  rage  of  vulgar  power 

2  They 
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They  treat  her  name,  and  tread  on  her  loft  honour. 
Perhaps  e*en  now — furrounding  this  poor  cottage. 
They  meditate  with  rude  hands  unreftrain'd 
By  royalty,  or  awe  of  greatnefs  loft. 

To  drag  me  to  their  injur'd  king oh  !  horror ! 

More  than  ten  thoufand  deaths  is  in  the  thought. 
Hah  !  heard  I  not  the  found  of  hafty  fteps  ? 
-^No !  all  is  filent — Peace,  thou  bufy  iprite. 
Life-chilling  Fear,  that,  afting  ftill  the  friend. 

Art  in  thyfelf  a  traitor Thee  the  heart 

Admits  it's  guardian wrapt  in  thy  embrace,, 

Thy  cold  enJbrace,  it  dies — and  wakeful  Prudence, 
That  watches  thy  alarm,  opprefs'd  by  thee, 

Confus'd,  defencelefs,  droops O  foe  to  Love  I 

Yet,  ever  in  his  train ;  with  cruel  &ill 

Vol.  IL  D  Prompt- 
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Prompting  the  anxious  thought !  pale  fprlte,  away  I 
For  Id  !  he  comes,  who  never  felt  thy  power. 

SCENE    ir. 

Lena,  Ostan# 

OsTAN. 

O  pride  of  Norway !  fairer  than  the  dawn, 

That  o'er  your  fnow-bright  mountains  breaks  awa/ 

In  pure,  unfpotted  glory Queen  of  charms, 

Tho'  Norway's  queen  no  more ;  the  nobler  empire 
Of  love,  and  beauty  thine,  why  broods  pale  Fear 
Upon  thy  damafk  cheek  ?     That  beaming  eye,- 
In  whofe  foft  rays  a  thoufand  graces  play ; 
Why  is  it  clouded  ? 

LENAi 

Dofl  thou  alk  the  caufe  ? 

When  haply  round  thefe  wild  and  defert  hills, 

Wkh 
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With  fteps  unwearied,  and  vindiilive  fearcfa. 
Range  the  dark  hofls  of  Norway 

OSTAN. 

Vain  that  fear— — - 

The  toilfome  circuit  of  thefe  mountainous  heights, 

And  all  the  ragged  vales  that  fcretch  away 

In  horror  from  their  fides,  have  I  expIor'd> 

Nor  feen  one  human  form,  fave  at  his  chace 

The  low-born  peafant— — 

Lena. 

Such  a  vifitant, 

In  Ollan's  abfence,  would  not  be  lefs  dreadful 

Than  a  whole  holl  of  fozs. 

OsTAJf. 

Vain  too  that  fear  I 

If  at  the  fight  of  beauty  tamely  bend 

D  2  Tbe 
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The  fhdggy  Hon,  fhall  a  human  monfter 
Indulge  a  thought  of  outrage  ? 

LSNAi 

Chief  of  Denmark  I 

Thou,  only  thou  canft  charm  my  bufy  fears. 
And  footh  to  reft  the  heaving  heart  of  care. 
With  thy  enchanting  prefence — O  beloved  ! 
And  dearer  ftill  in  danger  !     Do  not  leave  me  I 
Forfake  me  not,  my  Oftan!  lince  for  thee, 
I've  left  my  royal  honours,  left  my  kingdom, 
And  every  friend  that  fortune,  or  alliance 
Had  given  me  there,  have  forfeited  for  thee, 

OSTAN. 

Spirits  of  Denmark!  canft  thou  fear  fuch  meannels? 
Now  by  thofe  air-born  beings  that  prefide 
C'W  thefe  wild  rocks,  and  ride  yon  waving  clouds, 

3  Shou^'' 
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Should  Valdemar  exhauft  his  icy  realms 
Of  her  rude-handed  Tons,  'till  not  one  Have 
Were  feen  on  all  her  folitary  hills- 

Should  he furrounded  with  his  iron-race, 

Inveft  this  bough-built  (bed,  he  Ibould  not  tear  thee 
From  my  inclofing  arms 

Forgive  me,  Oilan ! 

I  know  thee  valiant,  and  believe  thee  faithful ; 

Yet  trembling  for  th'  uncertain  fate  of  war. 

Dreading  the  dire  event  of  this  invafion. 

And,  fearful  ev'n  for  thee  who  know'ft  no  fear, 

Forgive  this  importunity  of  Love. 

One  favour  only  would  I  now  foUicit, 

Which  granted,  foon  it's  wonted  fmile  Ihali  dwell 

On  my  deje.ded  vifage Valdemar, 

D  3  And 
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And  all  his  hoft  will  vanifh  from  my  thought, 
And  I  fhall  deem  this  bough-built  Ihed  a  palace, 

OsTAN. 

Can  Lena  afk.  what  Oflan  would  refufe  ? 

Lena. 
Whate'er  may  be  th'  event  of  this  invafion  ; 
Rear'd  on  the  tailed  mount  of  Denmark's  realm. 
Should  Death  and  Ruin  grafp  their  horrid  hands 
In  dreadful  league ;  and  rulh  upon  their  prey- 
Should  the  war  bleed  thro'  all  her  wafted  vales— -• 
Should  ghaflly  Slaughter  unrefifted  rage, 
'Till  his  yell  pierce  the  foiitary  van 
Of  thefe  fequcfter'd  wilds — AfTure  me,  Oftan, 
That  neithtir  by  thy  martial  genius  led. 
That  neither  tempted  by  the  thirft  of  glory, 

By 
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By  hate  of  Norway*s  king,  nor  love  revived 
Of  thy  once-flighted  country,  thou  wilt  joia 
The  general  ruin,  wander  from  my  fide. 
Or  leave  me  to  my  fears. 

OSTAW* 

O  torturing  thought ! 

Lena. 

Hah!  doll  thou  hefitate ? 

0STAN# 

Fair  queen,  indulge  me! 

My  country,  tho'  once  flighted,  when  involved 

In  hoftile  ruin  I  behold,  it  urges 

The  cold  blood  to  my  heart— Why  did  you  paint 

In  fuch  ftrong  colours  the  diftrefsful  fcene  ? 

D  4  LsNA« 
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Lena# 

To  know  myfelf  the  abjedl  wretch  I  am«" 

To  know  that  thou  wouldfl  leave  me  helplefs  here, 

Expos'd  to  favages,  oppreft  with  want. 

And  overwhelm'd  with  fear,  t*  indulge  the  vain," 

The  fanguinary  thirfl  of  battle Go ! 

No  longer  footh  me  with  falfe  forms  of  love 
Hear'il  thou  the  clarion's  found  ?  it  calls  thee  from  mc« 
The  battle  bleeds,  and  wilt  thou  loiter  here 
To  parly  with  a  woman? 

OstaNs 
Queen  of  Norway  I 

Lena. 

That  title  now  h  infult — would'ft  thou  call  me 
By  any  name  my  due— confult  my  foUies, 

And 
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And  confequent  misfortunes — from  the  train 
Some  epithet  fele6t ;  with  that  addrefs  me. 
And  call  me  what  I  am,  a  wretch  forfaken. 

OsTAN. 

O  cruel  to  yourfelf !  Forego  diftruft, 
Groundlefs  and  vain  !  What  has  your  Oftan  done 
To  merit  this  unkindnefs?  That  a  figh 
Stole  from  his  bofom  o'er  the  painful  fcene 
That  Denmark's  plains  in  prollrate  ruin  laid. 
Why  fhould  it  move  thy  fear,  or  thy  fufpicion  ? 
The  heart  that  wakes  to  love's  foft  impulfe,  feels 
The  Patriot's  ardor ;  but  thy  flirine,  O  Love  ! 
Thy  facred  fhrine  fliall  never  be  deferted. 
And  all  the  wreaths  of  Valour,  Vidory,  Glory, 
Jiere  will  I  facriiice. 

Lena. 

And  all  the  ties 
Qf  friendfhip. 


OsTAN. 
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OSTAN. 

I  have  a  friend,  and  interpofing  ;/orIds— =- 

LEIfA, 

Shall  not  d'vide  your  fates'  * 

OSTAN, 

I  have  a  friend 

Lena. 
I  know  thou  haft,  and  if  that  friend  Ihould  join 
In  Denmark's  caufe  againfl  the  arms  of  Norway. 
Then  wouldft  thou 

Ostan; 

Be  a  tame  ungrateful  Have  ? 

No — By  th'  eternal  Spirits  that  roll'd  yon  Sun 

Jnto  a  globe  of  fire,  and  bad  him  burn 
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The  cheek  that  never  blufhM  for  broken  faith. 
While  my  heart  beats,  and  while  my  hand  can  grafp 
One  dart  of  Vengeance,  thro'  the  ranks  of  battle 
Berino  Ihall  not  urge  his  dangerous  way. 
While  Oftan  ftays  behind 

Lena. 
Loft,  wretched  Lena! 

How  vainly  didft  thou  dream  that  thou  wert  firft 
In  Ollan's  heart, 

OSTAN. 

Thou  art  the  iirft  of  women. 

And  from  a  warrior,    Queen,   what   wouldll  thou 

more  ? 

Shall  I  be  bafe,  ungrateful,  faithlefs,  falfe ! 

Shall  I  defert  the  friend  that  fhar'd  my  fortunes. 

My  dangers  fhar'd — the  friend  to  whofe  brave  fword 

I  owe  the  laft  breath  that  I  drew — the  life 

That  animates  this  eye  to  look  on  thee, 

Thii 
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This  pulfc  that  throbs  at  thy  inchanting  touch. 
Shall  I  defert  him,  while  this  pulfc  can  beat. 
This  eye  can  look  on  thee  ? 

Lena. 

Hark;  didft  thou  hear 

The  found  of  fome  approaching  foot  ?  O  fave  me  1 
Still  it  advances — Save  me  from  the  fword 
Of  Valdemar ! 

OsTAN. 

Thy  fears  are  vain  ! 'Tis  he 

It  13  Berino. 

SCENE    IIL 
Lena,  Ostan,  Berino. 

OSTAN, 

Deareft,  bed  of  friends  ! 

Embraced  for  ever  in  my  heart— Approach, 

And  let  my  arms  embrace  thee! 

BlEIIfO. 
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Berino. 
Stiil  my  friend! 

Whom  never  change  of  fortune,  or  of  time 
Shall  banifh  from  my  breaft— while  the  foul  wakea 
And  the  blood  wanders  thro'  the  veiny  ways 
Of  this  mechanic  being — ftill  my  friend  ! 
But  ah!  how  ufelefs  my  attentions  now  I 
And  yet,  I  would  have  ferv'd  thee. 

Ostan; 

Ceafe  thy  cares, 

And  every  kind  anxiety  for  me. 

To  fee  thee  live,  to  hold  thee  to  my  hearty 

Is  now  my  happinefs,  and  wouldit  thou  wilh 

This  pleafure  to  continue ;  all  the  fervice 

I  a(k,  or  hope  from  thy  unwearied  kindnels 

Is  to  partake  of  this  unknown  retreat. 

Companion  to  a  Queen,  tho'  in  a  cottJige, 
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Thrice  gallant  Chief!  and  worthy  Os tan's  friend- 

ftip, 
if  aught  my  poor  intreaties  might  avail. 
In  this  retirement  to  detain  thee,  pride 
And  joy    would  foothe   my  heart,    tho'  Norway's 

Queen 
No  more 

Berino. 
The  powerful  charm  of  friendfhip  needs 
No  other  motive — Trull  me,  beauteous  Queen, 
Would  it  enfure  your  fafety — would  it  guard 
My  Oftan*s  life,  amid  thefe  lonely  fhades 
I'd  dwell  a  Hermit  to  the  dregs  of  age. 
Feed  on  the  wood's  wild  fruits  with  greater  gull 
Than  at  the  palace  board,  and  drink  the  fountain. 

e  LENAi 
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Lena* 

Then,  Chief,  thou  wilt  not  leave  us,  wilt  not  draw 
Thy  Oflan  from  my  arms 

OSTAN. 

For  ever  generous ! 

Berino,  my  full  heart  in  filence  thanks  thee# 

Berino. 
Yet  this,  my  friends,  is  but  a  dream  of  {afctj. 
Since,  to  avoid  the  dire  event  of  war. 
Should  Valdemar  demand,  and  Denmark's  King 
Agree  to  yield  you  vldims  to  his  rage, 
In  vain  would  you  depend  on  thefe  wild  woods 
To  fcreen  you  from  their  fearch — united  armies 
Would  ranfack  all  thefe  hills,  and  range  thefe  groves, 
'Till  not  a  fapling  fhould  remain  unnoted. 

Lbna. 
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Lena. 
Loft,  wretched  Lena !  Norway's  haughty  King  [— 
Ah  !  ftiall  he  blaft  ihee  with  his  flaming  eye  ? 
Shall  he  enfold  his  hard  hand  in  thy  hair  ? 
And  drag  thee  to  the  earth  ?  He  fhall,  he  fliall— 
And  there  is  no  cfcapc 

Bering. 
Yet,  beauteous  Queen  ! 
Sufpend  thy  fears ;  the  pride  of  Valdemar, 
And  high  refentment  haply  may  demand 
Such  terms  as  Denmark's  Monarch,  keen  to  war. 
And  delicate  of  honour,  Ihall  difdain 
To  yield 

OsTAN. 

What  can  we  hope  from  thence? 

Eerino. 
•A  battle 
Follows  of  courfe,  and  Valdemar  may  fall. 

And 
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And  Denmark's  arms  may  conquer :  by  our  fervice 
By  our  united  efforts  in  the  field 
'Twill  then  be  cur's  that  favour  to  regain 
So  needful  to  your  fafety.— — 

OsTAN. 

Hateful  fervice  ! 

But  not  to  be  avoided — yet,  my  friend. 
Yet  when  I  think  on  all  our  glorious  toil 
On  Lemor's  ihores  repaid  with  negligence. 
My  vex'd  blood  boils,  and  every  ftroke  my  hand 
Direfts  at  Denmark's  foes,  my  heart  will  envy. 
Nay  fhould  Canute  himfelf,  with  ofFer'd  favour 
Applaud  my  fervices — the  tardy  kindnefs 
'Twould  pain  me  to  receive 

Berino. 
We  are  not  now 

So  circumflanc'd  as  when  the  fplendid  feail 

Vol.  K.  E  U 
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In  Agar's  echoing  hall  thea  crown'd  the  tolls 
Of  vidory— By  us  o*ervvhelm'd  with  foes. 
Our  Country  calls  on  her  apoftatc  fons. 
And  warns  us  of  our  duty. 

OSTAN. 

Thou  haft  wak'd 

A  thoufand  tender  thoughts — Ah  Denmark  !  yes  f 

I  lov'd  thy  green  vales,  lov'd  thy  wild,  brown  hills. 

And  oft  ere  manhood  brac'd  my  limbs,  have  climb'd 

To  their  afpiring  tops,  with  boyifh  fancy. 

To  image  armies  in  the  evening-clouds. 

Oft,  lifteuing  from  the  rock's  projefling  brow. 

My  rapt  ear  fed  upon  the  far-heard  founds 

Of  the  deep-toning  horn,  and  my  young  breafl 

Burn'd  for  the  fancied  battle.    Ah  !  my  Country  ! 

I  feel  thee  at  my  heart. 

2  ,  Bering, 


I    5«    3 

'Tis  Nature's  law. 

She  bade  us  love  thofc  native  foftering  fields 
That  fpread  their  green  laps  for  our  infant  iports ; 
And,  afling  dill  from  kindn efs  all  her  own. 
She  makes  love  gratitude,  and  plea/ure  virtue. 

Lena. 

Save,  fave  me,  Oftan !  See  thro'  yonder  glade, 

An  armed  man  walks  warily  along, 

Looking  as  if  in  fearch — Hah !  he  approaches— 

OSTAN. 

He  has  the  air  of  Lother— — 

Bering. 
'Tis  the  fame- 
Why  has  he  traced  me  into  this  retreat  i 
What  can  it  mean  ? 

E   3  LlNA* 
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Lena. 

What  fhall  we  do  ? 

Behind. 
Retire, 

And  leave  me  to  engage  him— Your  abode 
If  poflible,  muft  yet  remain  unknown, 

SCENE    IV. 

LOTHER)    BeRINO. 
LOTHER. 

This  way  he  came,  and  furely  here  are  tracer 
Of  human  art  and  hands 

Berino, 
Hail  Son  of  Afmond  ! 
llluftrious  Hope  of  Denmark !  Do  I  fee 
My  Prince  in  this  poor  ihed  ? 
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LOTHER. 

Dlllinguifli'd  Virtue, 
Hid  in  a  cave,  or  fhining  in  a  court. 
Alike  demands  attention — Gallant  Chief, 
Shall  Lother  own  that  in  this  poor  retreat, 
Obfcure,  and  in  difgrace,  thou  yet  couldH  roufe 
His  foul  to  envy? 

Berino. 
Prince,  thou  canft  not  mock  me. 
For  thou  art  generous  ;  but  are  grief  and  flight. 
Endangered  friendihip,  and  infulted  fame 
Conditions  to  be  envied  ? 

Lother. 
Not  for  thefe 

I  envy  thee,  but  pity — the  great  Soul, 
The  nobly  fecial  Mind,  of  each  mean  view 

£  3  Dk 
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;ivelled,  firm  and  daring  e'en  to  Death 
Thefe,  Chief,  are  thine,  and  thefe  are  to  be  envied. 

Bering. 
By  all  but  thoie  who  boafl  of  equal  Virtues, 
And,  therefore,  not  by  Lother — But  to  nie 
Why  this  fair  palm  of  undeferved  praife, 
I  know  not 

LoTHER, 

Denmark's  Princefs  dofl  thou  know? 

Be  R I  NO. 

Gracious  and  fair ;  yes,  recent  proofs  IVe  had 

Of  her  dillinguilh'd  goodnefs — when  I  fought 

The  Prince,  your  Father's  ear,  fhe  kindly  ofFer*d 

Her  intercft  in  my  favour;  but  refused 

To  fervc  me  in  the  only  way  I  wilh'd— 

Yet  then  fhe  fhewM  me  what  I  wilh'd  was  vain 

And  even  impra£licableo 
'^''- '  Lother, 
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Lot  HER. 
Yet  the  propofal 

Was  great,  was  glorious,  and  became  Berino. 
For  that,  brave  Chief,  I  envy  and  admire  thee. 
Gods !  to  pour  forth  at  Friendfliip's  holy  Shrine 
The  young,  warm  vital  tide— once  more  to  refcue 
The  friend  thy  valour  fav'd  before,  and  this 
By  life's  lall  forfeit 

Be  3.1  NO. 

Were  no  facrifice 

Of  fuch  uncommon  merit — What  is  life, 

Depriv'd  of  friendfhip  ?  When  each  charm  is  loft. 

Each  dear  dependence  on  the  mutual  heart. 

Firm,  cordial,  confident — then  what  is  life  ? 

Perifh  the  mean  wretch,  whofe  low  thought  can  hide 

One  fordid  vvifh,  that  centers  in  himfelf— 

E  4  To 
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To  me  no  joy,  no  flattering  fccnc  of  Hope 
To  me  is  heart-felt,  if  no  friend  partakes 
The  folitary  banquet — Life  itfelf, 
It*s  joys,  its  profpedls  uncommunicated. 
Is  but  a  lonely  dream,  where  waking  thought 
Enjoys  a  Mifer's  pleafure. 

LOTHER, 

Brave  I  knew  thee. 

Thrice  gallant  Chief,  on  Lemor's  groaning  Ihores 

I  knew  thee  brave ;  and  now,  well  haft  thou  prov'd 

True  valour  only  in  the  generous  heart 

Holds  his  fair  refidence — 'Tis  my  ambition. 

Nor  is  that  pride  unworthy  of  a  Prince, 

To  boaft  Berino's  friendfhip — Chief,  with  thee, 

I  mean  to  Ihare  the  wreaths  of  glorious  toil. 

With  thee  to  pierce  the  deep-embattled  Hoft, 

And,  ftiould  thy  brave  breaft  lofe  it's  faithful  mail, 

Amidft 
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Amidfl  advancing  foes,  with  my  own  hands 
I'll  fnatch  this  honeft  Cuirafs  from  my  bofom. 
And  bind  it  on  thy  heart. 

Bering. 
Forget  not,  Prince, 
That  I'm  a  fugitive. 

LOTHER. 

By  Heav'n  thou  art  not 

J^apt  with  the  luxury  of  love  and  praife, 

My  raefTage  was  forgot — I  came  to  tell  thee 

That  Denmark's  Monarch,  with  thy  Virtues  charm'd, 

Gives  thee  free  pardon  j  and  the  Prince,  my  Father 

Invites  thee  to  his  court. 

Bering, 

Biftinguifti'd  favours  I 

And 
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And  worthy  all  acknowledgment ;  but  friendihip 
My  firft  attention  claims — that  duty  paid, 
Expeft  to  fee  me  in  the  halls  of  Agar, 
Obedient  to  my  Prince.     ""Till  then  adieu  ! 


ACT 
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A    C    T      III, 

SCENE    I. 
A  Grove  behind  the  Palace  ^Canute, 

AVILDA. 

¥T  7  IT  H  what  a  dull  pace  the  old  hours  of  time 

Pofl  to  a  lover's  vvifhes ! Even  thou. 

Slow-failing  moon,  whofe  deep  and  cumbrous  traiii 
Of  dim  clouds  feems  thy  pafTage  to  retard, 
Mov*ft  with  a  fwifter  courfe,  and  o'er  this  grove. 
Since  yet  I've  waited  the  return  of  Lother, 
Thy  tranfient  rays  have  Horn  from  tree  to  tree, 
'Till  now  'tis  left  one  deep-involving  (hade, 
Awefully  filent. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    ir. 

AviLDA,    AsMpND. 
ASMOND, 

Daughter  of  Canute, 

Thefe  lonely  glooms  are  melancholy's  empire, 
Cheriih  it's  faddening  influence  in  the  heart. 
And  feed  the  fires  of  love — Let  thy  attention 
No  more  in  Fancy's  airy  regions  ftray ; 
I  bring  thee  tidings  better  to  employ  it. 

AviLDA. 

Is  Lother  then  return*d  ?  and  dofl  thou  bring  me 
Hopes  of  Berino*s  fafety  ? 

Asmond; 
Doubt  not  that; 
Tho'  Lother  yet  returns  not— i-From  the  camp 


Of 
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Of  Valdemar  a  haughty  herald  came. 
Fraught  with  high  menaces,  and  vain  contempt 
Of  Denmark's  valiant  fons;  fuch  terms  he  brought. 
As  our  brave  father  with  difdain  rejeded; 
And  when  he  heard  the  infolent  demand 
Not  of  the  noble  fugitives  alone. 
But  of  a  tribute  from  his  own  lov'd  realm. 
His  aged  arm  with  rage  fhook,  and  his  eye 
Sparkled  with  honefl  vengeance.     The  proud  herald 
There  read  his  anfwer,  and  retir'd. 

AviLDA. 

*Twas  well 

Methinks,  the  woman's  tendernefs  gives  way 
To  nobler  fentiments ;  thofe  terms  of  infult 
Have  rous'd  me  from  the  weak  captivity 
Of  idle  fear  and  love ;  my  Father's  fpirit 
Refifnes  it's  long  loft  empire  in  my  breaft, 

Ar.d 
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And  I  have  now  no  other  feelings  there 
But  for  his  honour  and  for  Denmark's  fafety. 

ASMOND. 

There  in  his  daughter  fpoke  Canute,  and  there 
What  was  Avilda— — Princefs,  Hill  preferve 
That  higher  tone  of  mind ;  nor,  'midft  our  dangers. 
Sink  into  weaknefs :  many  cares  await  me. 
Adieu ! 

S  C  Ef^  E    III. 

AviLDA, 

I  feel  flrange  tumults  in  my  bread, 
'Tis  indignation  fwells  it,  at  the  thought 

Of  Valdemar's  bold  infult Yet,  methinksj 

Fear  preffes  on  my  heart — I  know  not  why— 

What 
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What  liiould  I  fear  ?     All  weaker  paffions  fly. 
Or  ought  to  fly — This  moment  I  difcard  them— 
And  think  of  nothing  but  a  father's  fafety. 

SCENE    IV. 

AVILDA,    LoTHER. 
LOTHER. 

Princefs,  thrice  worthy  of  your  generous  care. 
And  kind  proteftion  was  the  gallant  youth ; 
And  well  his  virtues  claim  his  Sovereign's  favour, 

AVJLDA, 

Talk  not,  young  prince,  in  idle  flralns  of  praifc 

On  private  virtue ;  when  the  public  fafety 

Demands  our  fole  attention  !     Hafl  thou  learnt 

The  haughty  meflage  from  the  camp  of  Norway  ? 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  not— -Know  then  that  the  fplrit  of  war 
Is  rous'd  to  fleep  no  more,  'till  by  the  hands 
Of  death  and  havock  his  fell  eyes  are  clos'd, 
And  Denmark's  fons  are  fiaves,  or  Norway  bends 
Her  hard  neck  to  the  yoke— — 

LOTHER. 

Periih  the  day, 

When  Denmark's  glory  falls,  and  perifh  all 
Thnt  envy  her  fair  honours !    By  the  foul 
Of  holy  freedom, — by  each  fword  that  gleams 
O'er  many  an  aweful  ftirine  of  heroes  dead. 
That  grafp'd  her  to  their  hearts,  I  will  not  live 
To  drag  the  bonds  of  any  hanghty  being 
That  is  not  more  than  man,  and,  like  myCelf, 
Breathes  but  by  privilege  of  common  air ! 

I  No, 
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SCENE  vni. 

Lena,  Asmond* 

Lena* 
Approach ; 

And,  if  fome  ufeful  minifter  of  fate. 

Be  kindly  expeditious Let  thy  fword 

Clofe  the  dark  fcene  of  terrour,  and  defend  me 

From  what  I  dread  the  moft,  a  living  death. 

ASMOKD. 

Deem  not  the  prince  of  Denmark  an  aHaffin. 

Lena* 
I  knew  you  not — forgive  me,  prince  renown'd 
For  wifdom,  genius  and  humanity, 
Far  as  your  father's  arms — The  name  of  Afinond, 
Vol.  II,  G  Each 
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Each  Hfplng  orphan  can  repeat,  and  widows 
By  him  fupported,  fmiling  o'er  their  babes. 
Teach  thsm  the  name  of  Afmond.     O  that  fate 
Which  gave  me  birth  in  Denmark,  there  had  kept  mc 
In  fome  poor  fhed  an  objeft  of  his  bounty  ; 
Nor  rais'd  me,  by  I  know  not  what  llrange  fleps, 
To  Norway's  hated  throne  ;  where  never  peace. 
Or  freedom  fmil'd  upon  my  wretched  hours—— 
To  fliun  the  haughty  Valdemar*s  rude  arms. 
Gloomy  as  death,  and  as  the  favages. 
That  range  his  hills,  ferocious— —to  behold 
Once  more  my  native  country — Thefe  were  motives 
Of  no  inferior  force  to  urge  my  flight, 
Tho*  haply  ftill  the  bufy  voice  of  fame 
Afcribes  it  folely  to  a  different  caufe. 

AsMOND. 

Heavens !  and  are  you  then  that  ill  fated  queen  ? 

But  how  !  in  Denmark  born  ?  'twas  ever  faid 

I  And 
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And  mil  believ'd,  that  Valdemar  efpous'd 
The  daughter  of  a  chief  of  Norway 


Lena. 

Thus 

It  was  reported  J  but  to  ferve  what  purpofc, 

I  never  yet  could  learn — 'Twas  falfe,  however, 

In  every  circumftance — the  tender  matron 

Who  rear'd  my  infancy  with  gentleft  care. 

And  lov'd  me  with  a  parent's  fondnefs,  told  me 

In  the  laft  words  of  life,  that  I  was  born 

In  Denmark,  and  from  thence  by  flealth  convey'd  : 

More  (he  could  not — but,  fpeechlefs,  to  my  hand 

Convey'd  this  bracelet,  as  if  this  might  prove 

Some  token  of  my  birth 

AsMOND.     \_Lookivg  on  the  bracelet  J] 
Oh! O  my  child! 

My  daughter ! 

G    2  LiNA. 
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Lena,     [Throvjing  her/elf  at  his  feet,'] 
Pitying  Heaven  ! 

AsMOND. 

Oh ! my  lofl  child  ! 

Lena. 

Indulgent  Heaven  !  haft  thou  no  mercies  left  ? 

0  ftrike  me,    ftrike  me  dead  ! 

AsMOND,      [Raijtng  her,'] 
My  long  lofl  child! 

Lena, 

Still  loft !  for  ever  loft ! oh !  is  it  thus 

1  find  a  parent  ?     Thus  I  meet  a  father. 

With  guilt  and  ruin  in  my  train  ?    And  can  yoM, 

Do 
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Do  you  forbear  to  fpurn  me  from  you  ?     Far 
As  earth  from  heaven  to  fpurn  me —  ?     Dear,  good 

prince ! 
Methinkf,  you  weep  ■ 

ASMOND. 

Thou  art,  indeed,  ill-fated 


Snatch'd,   when  an  infant,  from  thy  nurfc's  arms. 
And  borne  we  knew  not  whither — Each  purfuit. 
And  every  fearch  was  vain ;  tho'  then  at  war 
With  Norway,  fuch  bafe  rapine  in  a  foe 
We  could  not  even  fufpeft — This  well-known  bracelet 
With  her  own  hands  thy  tender  mother  lock'd 
Upon  thy  little  arm— — 

Lena» 
Ha  !  does  ihe  live  ? 
Shall  J  behold  her? 

G   3  AsMOND, 
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ASMOND, 

No— in  the  cold  grave 

Long  has  flie  flept,  unable  to  furvivc 

The  lofs  of  thee. 

Lena. 
O  wretched!   O  my  heart! 
This  is  too  much  {Faints. 

ASMOND. 

Help!    Help!    My  child!    My  daughter! 

l^Bears  her  off. 


ACT 
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ACT      IV. 

SCENE    I. 
A  dijiant  'vieiv  of  the  Nornvegian  Camp, 

OsTAN,  Beb-ino. 

Bering. 
y^  N  E  facriiice  my  honeft  fword  has  paid 

To  honour  and  to  Denmark,  one  remains 
To  friendfhip  and  to  Oftan :  That  difcharg'd. 
My  heart  fhall  lay  it's  load  of  duty  down. 
And  I  fhall  be  at  reft ;  ev'n  tho*  the  hand 
Of  Valdemar  prevail,  in  glorious  reft, 
While  honour,  valour,  friendfiiip  o'er  my  grave 
Shall  ftrew  the  monumental  wreath 

G   4  OsTAN. 
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Ostan; 

That  hour 

When  the  light  beams  upon  my  confcious  eye. 
And  it  beholds  thy  pale  corfe  on  the  ground. 
May  tenfold  darknefs  feal  it  !  may  I  wander 
Wretched  and  blind,  the  fport  of  wantonnefs. 
And  coward-fear  hang  on  my  abjedl  heart,] 
Dreading  c*en  Death  I 

Bering. 
Have  I  not  known  thee  brave  ? 
And  all  the  generous  ardor  of  thy  friendlhip 
Have  I  not  oft  experienc'd  ? — Leave  to  me 
This  equal  combat ;  where  *tis  arm  to  arm. 
And  only  life  to  life — A  helplefs  woman 
Demands  your  aid,  and  would  you  flay  to  guard 
An  armed  warrior  ?  Let  the  Queen  of  Norway 
Be  Oftan's  care.     Berino  ihall  attend  I 
The  King. 

CST. 
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OSTAN. 

For  Lena's  fafety  I  depend 
On  her  unknown  retreat. 

For  mine  depend 

On  my  known  fword. 

OsTAN. 

But  did  not  Valdemar 

Suipend  his  anfwer  to  your  fecond  challenge  ? 

Bering. 

Yes,  'till  the  fword  of  Sweno  fhould  be  tried 

In  Norway's  caufe,  as  mine  was  drawn  for  Denmark  ; 

Since  that  event  has  ended  in  my  favour, 

I  wait  each  moment  his  acceptance. 

OsTAN. 
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OSTAN. 

Love 

Can  juftify  the  faults  of  Love,  and  fiiendfhip, 

Perhaps,  may  do  the  fame — I  owe  thee  much  : 

Yet  thou,  methinks,  haft  cancelled  in  this  challenge 

A  part  of  my  vaft  debt,  fince  thou  haft  robb'd  me 

Of  the  high  honour,  and  the  great  revenge 

Of  meeting  Valdemar  in  arms. 

Bering. 
Believe, 

There  is  no  debt  uncancellM,  and  forgive 
The  robbery,  if  fuch  it  muft  be  deem'd, 
Tho*  'twere  but  for  the  motive — On  thy  care 
Depends  the  fafety  of  a  Queen — For  me, 
I  live  but  for  my  friend,  and  in  his  fervice, 
A  life  of  labour,  or  a  death  of  wounds 
Alike  were  welcome 

OSTAW. 
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OSTAN. 

O  beyond  the  world, 
Belov'd,  admir'd,  exalted  !  my  Berino, 
Greater  in  thy  misfortunes,  to  be  envied 
More  for  thy  virtues  than  the  pomp  of  Kings, 
Still  let  me  thank,  and  ftill  embrace  thee — yield 
But  yield  me  this  one  wifh,  and  let  my  hand 
Engage  the  King  of  Norway. 

Bering. 
'Tis  not  mine 

To  yield,  or  to  withhold  it  now — the  law 
Of  arms  and  honour  binds  me  to  the  form 
Of  my  firft  challenge ;  nothing  but  the  choice 
Of  Valdemar  can  change  the  terms. 


'£3' 
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SCENE    ir. 

OsTAN,  Bering,  a  Norwegian  Heraid, 

OSTAN. 

Thy  enfigns 

Speak  thee  an  Herald  from  the  King  of  Norway. 

Haft  thou  no  charge  to  me  ? 

Herald, 
My  mefTage  is 
To  Oftan  and  Berino. 

OsTAN,  Bering. 
Thou  haft  found  them. 

Herald. 
Thus  then  the  King  of  Norway  and  the  Ifles, 
The  high-born  Valdemar,  fprung  from  the  race 
Of  Odin— Firit  to  Oftan,  chief  of  Denmark : 

As 
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As  thou  haft  bafely  broke  the  laws  of  nations. 
Each  tie  of  Hofpitality  and  Honour, 
And  injur'd  his  beft  interefts — Firft  to  thee 
Deadly  defiance,  with  high  fcom  he  fends 
To  try  the  mortal  combat. 

OSTAN. 

By  the  foul 

Of  mighty  Thor,  whofe  brave  blood  warms  my  veins, 

Herald  I  bid  the  welcome. 

Herald, 
And  thus,  the  King  of  Norway  and  the  Illes, 
The  high-born  Valdemar,  fprung  from  the  race 
Of  Odin,  to  Berino  friend  of  Oftan — 
AfTociate  in  his  crimes,  and  of  his  caufe 
The  forward  champion,  when  his  trembling  helm 
Shall  yield  to  the  flefh'd  fword,  thou  next  enjoy 
The  privilege  of  death. 

Berixo. 
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Bering. 

Vain  menaces ! 

And  impotent  as  vain — Words  ill  become 

A  warrior,  Heiald  ;  but  bear  back  this  meflage 

To  thy  proud  Prince,  and  tell  him  from  Eerino, 

That  his  ftunn'd  hofts  fhall  hear  the  dogs  of  Denmark 

Howl  at  his  thin  ghofl  ere  to-morrow's  fun. 

SCENE     III. 
OsTAN,  Eerino. 

OSTAX. 

Once  more,  my  friend,  with  pleafure  I  embrace  thee. 
Who  never  brought  dllbefs  upon  my  heart. 
But  by  unbounded  kindnefs — There,  indeed. 
Long  hall  thou  play'd  the  tyrant — long  oppreft  me 
With  ill-deferved  favours  ;  but  to  Fortune 

I  owe  this  triumph  o'er  thy  friendly  zeal ; 

And 
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And  let  thy  brightening  looks,  my  gallant  friend. 
Allow  me  leave  to  thank  her. 


Berino. 
Let  her  perifli ! 

Infidious  foe  to  every  great  defign. 
And  every  generous  deed  !  flie  binds  the  brave 
In  the  fame  manacle  that  grafps  the  limbs. 
The  vile  limbs  of  the  coward  ;  many  a  mind. 
Of  noble  mould,  and  Heaven-informed  foul. 
She  dooms  to  watch  a  peafant's  nod,  and  leads 
The  fneaking  fteps  of  Haves  and  fools  to  honour. 
If  yet  (he  reigns  on  earth,  may  the  right  kand 
Of  Odin  thruft  her  to  the  realms  of  night. 
Eternally  to  periih ! 

OsTArf. 

Yet,  my  friend . 

Yet  let  not  diiconcent  dwell  on  thy  brow  ! 


Let 


[    96    ] 

Let  n'^*  Chagrin  hang  on  the  few  ^ort  hours 
That  may  remain  to  friend  fhip  ! 

Bering. 
Does  thy  heart 

Inform  thee  that  thofe  hours  fhall  be  but  fhort  ? 
Wilt  thou  relinquifli — 

OSTAN. 

By  the  holy  ties 

Of  everlafting  truth,  I  charge  thee,  name  not 
What  dwells  upon  thine  eye  !  Beware,  my  friend  : 
Think^fl  thou  that  I  can  fear,  or  canll  thou  doubt 
The  fword  of  Oftan  ? 

Berino, 

Never  thoughts  like  thofe 
Betray'd  thee  to  my  heart — 

SCENE 
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No,  Lother's  life,  and  Denmark's  honour  wound 

On  the  fame  fated  clue,  the  hand  of  Death 

Shall  ravel  off  together  [G^5?»g-« 

AviLDA, 

Stay,  young  prince, 

Thy  patriot  valour,  and  thy  liberal  mind 

I  knew,  nor  meant  I  to  reproach  thee— -» 


L0THER« 

Thefe 

I  go  to  prove — 'till  then  withhold  that  praife* 


AviLDA* 

Yet  flay — Methlnks,  fome  circumflance — ^You  found 
The  friend  of  Oilan • 

LOTHER. 

So  I  would  have  told  you. 

Vol,  ir,  F  Avilda. 


[    66    ] 

AviLDA. 

It  matters  not — a  weightier  bufinefs  clalm'd 
Thy  care,  and  claims  it  flill. 

LOTHER. 

I  know  it  well,  [Going, 

AviLDA, 

Yet  why  this  halle  ?  That  gallant  chief,  you  faid. 
Was  not  unworthy  of  the  royal  favour. 
But  how  did  he  receive  it  ? 

LOTHER. 

With  due  fenfe 

Of  grr.titude  and  duty  ;  tho'  fome  office 
Of  facred  friendfhip,  claiming  then  his  care. 
Prevented  his  acknowledgment 

2  AviLDA 
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AVILDA.       [Jjii/e.] 

Ah  me  ! 

I  fear  that  friendfliip Fear !  I  know  It  not — 

Weak  thoughts  away ! 

LOTHER, 

Princefs,  you  feem  to  view 

With  fear  unufual  this  approaching  war: 

Yet  dread  not  the  event — The  fons  of  Denmark 

Can  llill  defend  her  daughters — The  brave  youth 

Who  has  your  royal  father's  pardon,  foon 

Will  join  our  arms,  and  his  well  omen'd  valour 

Will  make  fuccefs  lefs  doubtful 

AviLDA. 

Foolllh  heart! 

Forego  thy  weaknefs !     Prince,  your  prefent  cares 

Are  due  to  Denmark Let  me  not  detain  you. 

Fa  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

AVILDA, 

0  Love !    Thou  fource  of  cverlafling  fears. 
And  difcontenf,  and  pain  !     Sufpend  thy  fway  ! 
Power  of  the  throbbing  heart,  and  penfive  eye, 
Ceafe  thy  unquiet  empire  in  my  breaft. 

And  leave  me  to  the  calm  fociety 

Of  fortitude  and  reafon Sure  I  fee. 

Or  does  the  fhifting  fhade  deceive  me  ?     No— - 
A  woman  wandering  in  this  lonely  grove! 

At  this  untimely  hour  I Some  wretch  like  me^ 

Who  vainly  courting  fleep  to  foothe  her  cares. 
Indulges  them  in  thefe  congenial  fhades, 
Pcihaps  another  flave  to  the  wide  empire 
Of  all-fubduing  Love My  own  attendants 

1  thought  fee u re 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

AviLDA,  Lena. 

AviLDA. 

Lady,  to  wander  in  thefe  penfive  glooms^ 
Preventing  the  fair  harbinger  of  morn, 

Speaks  not  a  mind  at  eafe Perhaps  fome  forrow 

Dwells  on  your  burthen'd  heart,  or  fome  foft  care 
Ufurps  the  throne  of  iel\ — Command  me,  lady. 
If  I  have  power  to  ferve  you. 

Lena, 
My  misfortunes 

Are  fuch  as  leave  no  exercife  for  hope, 
As  neither  time,  nor  pity  can  redrefs, 
And  only  death  can  end, 

F   3  AviLDA, 
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AVILDA. 

Then  death,  I  fear. 

Has  brought  them  firft  upon  you — has  divided 
From  your  torn  heart  feme  friend  that  it  embrac'd. 
And  left  you  to  the  pangs  of  hopelefs  forrow. 

Lena. 
Have  you  compaflion  ?     Are  you  touched  with  pity  ? 
Seek  not  to  know  the  caufe  of  my  diftrefs— 
The  only  favour  you  have  power  to  grant  me 
Is  an  afylum  from  the  fearching  world; 
Some  fecret  cell,  where  1  may  reft  unfeen. 
The  obje£l  of  your  private  charity. 

AviLDA, 

Art  thou  opprefl  ? — In  fear  of  human  hate. 

Or  violence? — Then  look  for  fure  protedion 

In 
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In  Denmark's  king— The  juftice  of  Canute 
Will  be  your  bed  afylum  ;  and  my  care 
Shall  not  be  wanting  vviih  my  royal  father 
To  win  you  every  grace • 

Lena,     [^fide.] 
O  wretched  Lena! 
What  horrid  fate  hangs  o'er  thee  ? 

AviLDA. 

Ever  jufl, 

And  ftudious  to  redrefs  his  injur'd  fubjeds, 
Tho'  an  impending  war  demands  his  cares. 
You  will  be  heard, 

Lena, 

Oh  !  infupportable ! 

LoA,  loft  is  every  profpedl  of  efcapel 

F   4  AviLDA, 
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AviLDA, 

What  mean  thofe  wild  words? 

Lena. 

Princefs,   you  behold 

In  me  the  caufe  of  that  impending  war ; 
Then  yield  me  to  the  juflice  of  your  father- 
Better  to  perifh  by  a  ftranger*s  fword 
Than  to  the  rage  of  Valdemar  refign'd, 
Encounter  fhame,  and  infolence  and  fcorn. 
Ere  death,  with  purpos'd  cruelty  withheld. 
Shall  end  my  wretched  being 

AviLDA. 

Powers  of  Denmark! 

Are  you  that  haplefs  queen,   whofe  fatal  flight 
Brings  the  dark  holls  of  Norway  on  our  fiiores  ? 
li  fo,  whai  madnefs,  or  what  flrange  mifchance 

Could 
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Could  lead  you  to  approach  the  relidencc 
Of  Denmark's  Monarch  ? 

Lena. 

'Twas,  indeed,  mifchance : 

If  aught  by  me  may  fo  be  deem'd,  whom  hope 

Has  totally  deferted. 

AVILDA, 

Should  I  pity, 

I  have  no  power  to  fave  you,  queen ! 

Lena, 
I  afk 

No  other  means  of  fafety  than  to  fhun 
The  prefence  of  the  haughty  Valdemar 
If  you  have  no  afylum,  yet,  even  death 
Will  be  protedtion,  and  I  aik  for  that. 

AviLDA. 
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Alas!  fair  queen,  I  feel  for  your  misfortunes. 
Nor  would  I  add  to  mifery's  heavy  load, 

Howe'er  occafion'd Pity  I  can  give  you, 

But  cannot  give  you  hope — Should  I  attempt 
To  plead  for  mercy  with  my  royal  father. 

Yet  his  flrid  juftice  might  withhold  his  ear 
From  all  compaffion's  eloquence  could  urge. 
And  thus  my  vain  endeavours  to  protedl  you 
Might  hafien  your  deftrudlion 

Lf.na» 
Would  your  father 

Yield  me  to  Norway's  king? 

AviLDA. 

I  fear  not  that— - 


Lena. 

Then  nought  have  I  to  fear- 


AviLD/ 
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AVILDA. 

A  haughty  mefTage 

From  Valdemar  precludes  all  thoughts  of  peace 

And  every  means  of  treaty 

Lena, 
Ah  rafli  friend! 

Thou  couldH  forefee,  then  why  not  \v?.it  th'  event? 

Thy  too  impetuous  virtues  have  undone  thee. 

And  me,  and  all. 

AriLDA, 

What  friend,  whofe  virtues  ?     Ha ! 

Lena. 
Ycu  are  no  Ilranger  to  the  young  Berino, 
The  gallant  friend  of  Qftan 

AviLDA. 

Stranger !    Queen ! 

What  vvouldH  thou  r  No — Methinks  I  know  that  name. 

Lena. 
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I 

Lena. 

Yes,  I  have  heard  him  fpeak,  with  grateful  pleafure, 

Of  Denmark's  princefs — of  your  kind  intentions 

To  recommend  him  to  your  royal  father 

As  not  unworthy  his  indulgence That, 

Tho'  by  no  meaner  mefTenger  declared. 

Than  Denmark's  fecond  Jiope,  the  fon  of  Afmond, 

He  held  inferior  to  the  ties  of  friendfhip, 

Nor  would  enjoy  one  ihadow  of  enlargement. 

Freedom,  or  hope,  that  Oftan  could  not  Ihare, 

Haplefs  Avilda  !  deflin'd  to  regret 
Thofe  virtues  I  admire  I 

Lena^ 

Yet  had  this  zeal 

Been  bounded  here ! — but  from  his  parting  words 


To© 
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Too  plain  h€  meant  a  facrifice  to  friendfhip 
That  friendrnip  could  not  bear 

AVILDA. 

Death  to  my  heart ! 

Forbear  !  What  wouldH  thou  fay  ?  proceed- 

Lena. 

You  feem 

With  no  indifferent  eye  to  view  my  fortunes- 

This  generous  pity 

AVILDA. 

Torture  worfe  than  death ! 

What  didft  thou  mean  ?  what  facrifice  ? 

LiNA. 

Himfelf. 


AviLDA, 
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AviLDA. 


Whom? 


Lena. 
Negligent  of  life,  the  brave  Benno 
To  Valdemar  a  twofold  challenge  fent. 
One,  in  behalf  of  Denmark,  to  engage 
The  braveft  chief  of  Norway  ;  if  fuccefs 
Should  crown  his  firft  attempt,  a  bold  defiance 
Of  Valdemar  himfelf,  in  Ofbn's  name, 
To  break  the  flilvering  lance 

AviLDA. 

Was  this  accepted? 

Lejv^a. 
I  know  not  that ;  in  vain  with  prayers  and  tears 
I  fought  to  win  him  from  his  purpofe — confcious 

That 
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That  Ofhn  would  not  fuffer  him  alone 
To  try  the  dangerous  combat — This  I  fear*d. 
Nor  groandlefs  were  my  fears ;  for  tho'  Berino 
Conjur'd  his  friend  by  all  the  ties  of  honour. 
By  every  thought  of  kindnefs,  to  relinquifh 
This  enterprize  to  him,  nor  then  permitted 
To  join  his  fieps,  impatient  foon  he  followed. 
Ere  long  the  noife  of  hunters  at  the  chace. 
Or  rovers  fent  from  the  Norwegian  camp. 
Drove  me  in  terror  from  my  lone  retreat. 
And  wildering  night  has  led  me  to  thefe  (hades, 

AviLDA. 

That  tale,  O  wretched  queen,  that  tale  is  pregnant 
With  horror,  death  and  ruin,  more  than  thou 
Canil  feel,  or  fear — Affairs  of  highell  import 
J^emand  the  prefent  moment — Queen,  farewell ! 

My 
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My  women  (hall  have  orders  to  attend  yod 
To  fome  more  hofpitable  place. 

SCENE     VIL 

Lena. 

In  death 

In  the  dark  manfions  of  unconfcious  dull 

Alone  can  fuch  a  place  be  found for  therd 

Terror,  tho*  deep  in  his  own  darknefs  wrapt. 

Knocks  at  the  heart  in  vain The  inward  eye 

Of  guilt  is  closed  in  endlefs  night ;  and  there 

The  cheek  of  fliame  is  pale — Ha!  who  approaches^ 

A  man  ? perhaps  fome  friendly  mefienger 

Difpatch'd,  in  pity,  by  the  good  Avilda 
To  ferve  me  with  his  honeft  fword. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

OsTAN,  Bering,  Avilda  in  di/gui/e  as  a  mejfenger 
from  the  King  of  Denmark, 

Avilda. 
The  King  of  Denmark 
Commands  Berino  to  attend  him. 

Berino. 
Were 
His  orders  urgent  ? 

Avilda, 
To  the  prefent  moment. 

Berino. 

The  King  (hall  be  obey'd. 

Vol.  Ih  H  SCENE 


SCENE    V- 

OsTAN,  Bering*^  -"■         ■ 

Berino, 
This  ill-tim'd  meflage 

Is  mofl  perplexing  —  the  fhort  fpace  that  lies 
Before  th'  approaching  combat,  ftiould  be  facred 
Alone  to  friendfhip. 

OsTAN. 

Yet,  methinks,  *tls  well.  ''  '  '^J 

This  is  no  time  to  yield  the  fervent  heart 

To  gentler  fentiments,  or  dear  remembrance 

Of  kindnefs  paft ;  when  fortitude  fhould  fix 

On  the  firm  breaft  her  adamantine  feal. 

But  fiiil  one  fcene  of  tendemefs  remains^ 

One  fofter  moment  to  the  Queen  of  Norway, 
Ere  my  fword  reach  the  heart  of  Valdemar. 

5  Bering, 
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Berino; 
Till  that  event,  then,  we  fliall  meet  no  more. 
Let  us  embrace,  my  friend  ! 


Adieu  I 


Adieu ! 


OSTAN. 


Berino, 


SCENE    VI. 

Bering. 
Be  Hill  my  heart !  nor  let  unmanly  foftnefs 
Thy  firmer  tone  relax  ! — To  breathe  fhort  fighs. 
To  feel  anxieties,  and  boding  fears, 
Is  female  friendfhip — Yet  the  caufe  is  obvious. 
I  dread  that  Oftan's  feebler  arm  will  fail 
Againft  the  powerful  fword  of  Valdemar  — 

H  2  And 
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And  Ihould  it  fail — ah  death  to  friendfhip— why. 
Why  would  not  fate  permit  me  to  enjoy 
The  prior  challenge  P  Why  this  fudden  mefTage 
That  calls  me  to  the  court  of  Denmark  ?  Strange 
That  circumftance,  and  unexpeded — Sure 
I've  heard  that  voice — I've  feen  that  meflenger — 
Jn  fpeech,  in  features  ftrongly  he  refembled 
The  fair  Avilda;  whofe  kind  offices 
Have  been  fo  oft  exerted  in  my  favour. 
Ah  !  could  I  but  afpire  to  hope  !  vain  hopes ! 
Romantic  wifhes  hence  !  fhould  I  encourage 
By  idle  viHons  that  long-fmother'd  flame 
Which  nature  kindled,  reafon  ftill  repreft  ? 
Peace  I  foolifh  heart !  was  I  not  yefterday, 
A  fugitive,  an  exile  in  difgracc— 
Ha !  yet  again  ? 

SCENE 


SCENE    VIL 

Bering,  Av ild a  in  the /ame  {^t/gul/e, 

AviLDA. 

Why  wilt  thou  thus  delay  ?  Chief,  let  me  warn  thee 
That  thy  immediate  prefence  is  expefled 
At  Denmark's  court.     And  as  thou  mayft  refpe^a 
The  favour  of  thy  prince,  it  wel'  becomes  thee 
With  haile  obedient  to  attend  his  pleafure. 

Bering. 
1  own  it,  gentle  Herald,  and  I  thank  thee 
For  this  repeated  caution;  want  of  duty 
Occafion*d  no  delay;  but  haft  thou  learnS 
The  purpofe  of  this  meflage  f 

A.V1LDA« 

If  I  have, 

Yet  my  commi^ion  only  was  to  bear  it* 

H  3  BiRiNc. 
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Bering. 
By  all  my  beft,  and  dearcll  hopes  'tis  fhc  ! 
Now  love  dire(5l  me  !  Prudence  be  my  guard !    \ajide* 
The  generous  favour  of  the  brave  Canute, 
And  more,  far  more  than  merited  indulgence 
Have  join'd  the  ties  of  gratitude  to  duty. 
Much  likewife  do  I  owe  the  Prince  of  Denmark, 
To  Lother  much  ;  but  to  the  fair  Avilda 
What  am  I  not  indebted  ?  to  her  favour. 
To  her  kind  offices  alone  I  owe. 
And  wifh  to  owe  her  royal  Father's  pardon, 

Avilda   (ajide.) 

Ah  flattering  to  my  heart !  but  is  this  language 

With  which  Berino  would  addrefs  a  Herald  ? 

For  Norway's  realm  and  all  her  icy  Ifles 

I  would  not  be  difcoverM—Gallant  Chief, 

There  is  no  time  for  parley——^ 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Berino. 
Is  fhe  gone  ? 

Gone,  banifh'd  by  my  thoughtlefs  indifcretlon  I 
How  idle  !  how  abfurd  to  name  the  Princefs ! 
She  blufh'd,  and  fled  in  fear  of  a  difcovery. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  Love,  blind,  witlefs  love. 
For  ever  working  it's  own  overthrow ; 
Yet  fhall  my  fteps  at  diflance  trace  her  flight. 
My  draining  eye  toil  for  another  glance. 
And  flie  fliall  prove  my  kind  conducing  flar. 
To  her  own  fair  abode,  the  court  of  Denmark. 

SCENE    IX. 

^  P/ain  before  the  Nori^egian  Camp, 

Valdemar, 
Where  are  thofe  powers,  thofe  fpirits  of  revenge, 
H  4  That 
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That  iflue  from  the  darkeft  depth  of  Hell, 
And  whip  the  groaning  world  ?  Ye  fiends  accurft. 
Why  are  ye  yet  fo  flow  ?  Revenge  delay'd 
Is  tenfold  torture  ;  tho'  the  fweeteft  paffion 
That  ever  wak'd  the  heart,  if  the  rais'd  arm 
Be  once  arrelled  in  it's  rapid  motion, 
How  bitter  does  it  grow  ! — Curfe  on  this  (tripling 
That  trifles  with  my  rage,  while  I  debafe 
The  Monarch  to  engage  a  petty  Chief? 
Yet  in  the  general  conflidt  might  he  fcape 
The  thunder  of  my  arm,  and  yield  another 
The  life  he  owes  to  Tie  ;  hence  I  dcfcend 
To  this  decifion ;  ti.o'  contempt,  at  lafl. 
Has  fwallow'd  up  revenge,  and  when  he  flirinks 
Beneath  my  fearching  fword,  I  fliall  behold  him 
With  more  difdain  than  pleafure, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    X. 
Valdemar,  Ostan. 

OSTAN. 

Tyrant !  favage ! 

Where  have  thy  minions  borne  her?  are  they  fled 
To  the  dark  defarts  of  that  ragged  kingdom, 
Which  thou  and  bears  divide  ?  fled  from  my  fword? 
But  they  have  left  me  thee! 

Valdemar. 
Now  hold,  my  rage, 

A  moment Fled  ?  alas !  good  Chief!  fled,  fay 'ft 

thou  ? 
No— Lena  could  not  leave  thee  !  fond  and  faithful, 
Could  ihe  for  fake  thee,  Ollan  ?  Surely,  no ! 
Haply  flie  wandered  forth  to  gather  food, 

Berries, 
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Berries,  or  acorns  of  the  wood  ;  for  Lena, 
The  faithful  Lena  could  not  leave  thy  fide. 

OsTAN. 

Blue  lightnings  blaft  thee,  and  tliy  coward  bands. 
That  meanly  ftole  her  from  me  when  alone. 
And  unprotefted ! 

Valdemar. 
Is  It  poffible  ? 

No!  gallant  Chief !  Thou  couldll  not  leave  a  woman 
Without  protection — Leave  a  Queen  that  lov'd  thee, 
A  faithful  Queen  !  for  fuch  uncourtly  aft 
She  might,  indeed,  forfake  thee — She  might  flray. 
For  fhe  had  ftray'd  before 

OsTAN. 

Yes  know,  proud  King  ! 

To  thy  eternal  torture,  know  fhe  lov*d  me  ! 

Oh! 
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OK !  ilie  was  kind  !  with  eafy  fondnefs  kind  ! 
Soft  as  the  evening-breeze  that  finks  to  reft 
Within  the  folding  flower — tender  as  light. 
When  dawning  o*er  the  dewy  rofe  it  pours 
A  mild  and  cautious  ray — In  my  fond  arms 
O  what  fweet  tumults  fwell'd  her  fnowy  brealls ! 


Valdemar. 
Peace  flave ) 


OSTAN. 

What  namelefs  foft  emotions  beam'd 
In  her  fair  eye !  What  lovely  languiihment ! 

Valdemar. 
Infolent  flave !  .53 

OsTAN. 

O  hours  of  extafy  ! 

When  thrown  at  eafe  upon  my  circling  arm, 

Her 
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Her  beauteous  head,  and  many  an  upward  glance 
Fraught  v  ith  fvvcet  meaning,  filently  invited 
The  frec[uent  kiis« 

Valdemar; 
May  all  the  powers  of  Hell 
Blall  thy  vile  tongue! 

OSMOND>^ 

0  rapture-giving  hours  ! 

When  mingling  foul  with  foul,  and  brcafi  to  brcafl 
Beating  refponfive  pleafure !  Hours  of  tranfport  J 
Urge  the  flow  wing  of  time,  and  to  my  bofbm 
Rellore  my  Lena, 

Valdemar; 
By  the  Gods  of  Norway 

1  will  not  wait  the  iiow  fQm^\i\ki 

Tha 
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That  cuHom  has  affignM  the  combat— Infult 

Like  this  demands  immediate  challifcment.     [Jra'VK* 

OSTAN. 

Tis  as  I  wifli'd.  (draws,/ 

Valdemar, 

Sword  of  my  father  now 

"Be  faithful— 

[They  fght :  the  /word  of  VaUemar  is  Broh, 

— Curfes  on  thy  fliivering  blade  I 

OSTAK. 

Replace  thy  fword, 

Valdemar. 

[Sfiatchhg  a  dagger 
from  his  hofomy  plungis  it  into  the  hreaji  of  Oftan.] 
This  ihall  replace  it* 

OsTAN. 
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OSTAN. 

[Making  a  thruji  at  Vali 
^Sm2X  m'tjfes  himy  and  falls. 
Coward ! 
O  villain-handed  /lave. 

Valdemar, 

[Smiling  over  bintt 
Stay;  live  good  Chief, 

Tell  me  where  I  Ihall  find  the  Queen  of  Norway, 
And  fhe  fhall  once  again  partake  thy  flight. 

OSTAN. 

Is  flie  not  in  thy  power  ?  By  Heaven,  that  thought 
Revives  me — Yet,  Berino !— Oh  ! — Revenge !  (Diesm 

Valdemar. 
Ko !  that  is  mine — I  live,  I  live  to  feci  it. 

The 
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The  vaunting  heroe,  the  rapacious  lover — - 
Pale,  pale  he  lies — O  for  ten  thoufand  daggers 
Sped  with  like  vengeance  to  each  Danilh  heart, 
'Till  all  her  yellow-trefTed  fons  Ihall  flirink 
At  the  Norwegian  crefl:,  and  all  her  daughters 
Weep  o'er  the  graves  of  lovers  I 


ACT 
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ACT    V. 

SCENE    I. 

An  area  in  the  centre  of  a  deep  groove* 

AsMOND,  Lena. 

ASMOND. 

T^  E  E  P  in  the  centre  of  this  folemn  grove 
"^"^  Repofe  the  royal  anceflry  of  Denmark. 
And  where  that  tall  pine  fpreads  it's  guardian  Ihade, 
My  lov'd  Aivina  refts 

Lena, 

{Kneeling  over  the  grave i 
O  let  me  bathe 
With  many  a  duteous  tear  the  cold,  cold  earth 

That 
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That  hides  the  buried  parent!  Dear  remains  I 
O  honour'd  afhes  !  have  ye  no  kind  fpark. 
No  confcious  fpark  of  life,  which  fleeping  yet 
The  breath  of  filial  fondnefs  might  awake  I 

ASMOND. 

Ceafe,  child  !  This  tendernefs  renews  my  forrows. 

LlNA, 

How  can  I  ceafe  ?  For  was  not  I  the  caufc, 
The  wretched  caufe— • 

AsMOND, 

Of  mifery  paft  redrefs 

Lena. 

[Si /I  kneeling  and  looking  on  the  gravi* 
O  Princefs  1  Parent,  whofe  heart-breaking  Love 
Led  thee  untimely  to  thefe  feats  of  Death, 
Vol.  IL  I  X^ook 
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Look  thro*  the  veil  of  everlalling  night. 
And  view  thy  haplefs  daughter !  View  her  f— no— 
For  thou  art  innocent,  and  the  fair  flower 
Springs  pleafantly  upon  thy  grave — To  fee- 
In  thy  own  offspring  to  behold  a  wretch, 
A  guilty  wretch  !  Thy  fpirit  would  recoil 
And  feek  once  mor«  a  refuge  in  the  Dufl. 

ASMOND. 

Guilty  !  O  horror ! — O  my  blind  aiFefllon  ! 
Yes,  thou  art  guilty — haft  thou  not  difgrac'd 
Thy  royal  lineage  ?  Haft  thou  not  foregone 
Each  claim  to  virtue  in  a  fubjefl's  arms  ? 

Lena: 

Thou  gav'ft  me  life ;  thou  only  may'ft  refume 
The  fatal  gift — And  fhall  thy  fword  delay  ? 
Have  I  not  been  the  caufe  of  every  woe 

That 
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That  wounds  thy  honeft  heart  ?  Look  on  that  grave  ? 
Did  I  not  rob  thee  of  the  gentle  bread 
That  lies  unconfdous  there 

ASMOND. 

Why  wilt  thou  rend 
My  foul  ? 

Lena. 

Was  I  not  yielded  to  the  arms 

Of  Denmark*s  hated  foe  ?  Has  he  not  trJumph'd 
O'er  Afmond,  greatly  triumph'd  in  his  daughter  ? 
And  Ihall  the  objeft  that  has  brought  upon  thee 
Disgrace  and  mifery  live  ? 

AsMOND, 

Thou  art  my  child  !'■  -a  .^  ■ 

I  2  Lena. 
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Lena. 

Haft  thou  forgot  that  I'm  a  fugitive, 
A  guilty  fugitive  ?  Led  by  weak  love 
Of  Ollan,  have  I  not  brought  infamy 
On  Denmark's  royal  race  ? 

ASMOND* 

By  mighty  Thor ! 

That,  that  is  infupportable,  and  thoH 

Mull  fall  a  vidim  to  thy  haplefs  fate. 

And  wretched  folly Thou  mud  die-i^;— ^ — 

Lena. 
I  thank  you 

AsMOND. 

A  living  inftance  of  difgrace  to  Denmark ! 
Thy  King,  thy  Father  !  By  our  guardian  Gods ; 

That 
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That  is  not  to  be  borne 

Lena. 
O  bell  of  parents  ! 

ASMOND. 

What  wouldfl  thou  fay  ?  Thou  wouldft  not  wlih  for 
life. 

Lena. 
For  mifery  ?  No  !  'Tweuld  be  unnatural 
For  me  to  wifh,  unkind  for  you  to  grant. 
To  give  me  death  i^Ill  be  a  father's  gift— « 

AsMOND, 

Drezdf^l  alternative !  Thou  muil  not  fall 
Ey  vul-^ar  hands — And  fhall  2  parent's  nrm— 
O  fc.Llcncfa  of  heart ! 

I  3  Ls.^a; 
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Lena. 

Then,  fhould  the  arms 
Of  Valdemar  prevail ;  to  fwell  his  triumph. 
To  Toothe  his  pride,  and  fatiate  his  revenge, 
Afmond  will  yield  his  daughter 

ASMOND. 

Wretched  woman! 

How  doft  thou  urge  thy  fate  f  Tho'  my  heart  fears  not 

For  Denmark's  caufe— yet  fliould  the  chance  of  war 

To  Valdemar  reftore  thee— Horror  !  horror 

Is  in  the  thought — Canft  thou  behold  this  dagger  ? 

Or  is  it^s  keen  and  Ihining  point  more  dreadful 

Than  fuch  a  dire  event:—— 

Lena. 

Thou  feeft  me  £rm— 

Wiiy  wilt  ihou  tluis  delay  ? 

AaMor;». 
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ASMOND* 

Arvina's  eye 

Arrefls  my  lingering  hand. 

Lena« 

Ah  me  !  my  father  ! 
What  doft  thou  fee  ? 

Asmond; 
Beware!  nor  call  me  father— 
The  needful  purpofe  fhrinks  within  my  breafl— 
Even  now  it  fhrinks,  while  in  her  daughter's  eye 
I  meet  my  loft  Arvina 

Lena. 
Hide  it  tears- 
Conceal  the  vain  refemblance— 

1 4  Asmond. 
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AsMOND,     (Embracing  her.) 
Oh  !  mv  daughter ! 

Still,  flill  my  child  I  tho*  mifery  and  misfortune 
Are  in  thy  train—— 

Lena, 
And  infamy,  and  guilt. 

ASMOND. 

In  vain,  ill-fated  woman,  wouldft  thou  urge 
Thy  wretched  father's  hand  againll  thy  life. 
While  all  the  powers  of  nature  and  afFe£lion 
In  their  flrong  cords  reftrain  it — O'er  that  grave, 
Arvina's  hovering  Spirit  feems  to  frown. 
Indignant  of  the  dire  intent — Farewell ! 
The  trumpet's  found  proclaims  th'  approaching  battle. 
And  one  fhort  hour  decides  the  fate  of  Denmark. 

Should 
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Should  Norway's  arms  fucceed,  we  have  no  choice 

Save  what  a  friend  like  this  afFords 

\_TI;roK^;s  ^o^vn  a  dagger, 

SCENE    U. 

Lena. 

[Taking  up  the  dagger. 
Then  come, 

Cold  and  infenfible,  but  honeil  friend  ! 
From  rending  grief,  from  rude-aflailing  cares, 
From  Ihame's  quick  pang,    and  from   the  qulver'd 

eye 
Of  the  fell  archer.  Scorn,  thy  friendfhip  faves. 
And  fhall  I  then  delay  to  yield  admifnon 
To  fuch  a  guardian  gueft  ?  Shall  I  refufe 
My  bofom  to  a  friend  who  kindly  offers 
Such  happy  privilege? 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

LElffAy  LOTHKR. 
LOTHER. 

Art  thou  the  Queen  of  Norway  ? 

Lena. 

Chief  of  Denmark, 

Whoe*er  thou  art,  forego  fuch  vain  enquiries. 

And  inftantly  withdraw 

LOTHER. 

O  yes,  the  fame! 

Dear,  haplefs  woman,  drop  that  fatal  weapon. 

And  meet  my  firlt,  nay  fond  embrace—— 

Lena< 
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Lena, 

Rafli  youtli, 

Intruding  Granger,  hence 

LOTHER. 

I  am  no  ftranger- 

Embrace  thy  brother! 

Lena. 

[Letting  fall  the  daggi 

Hah! 

LOTHER. 

The  Ton  of  Afmond- > 

Lena. 

O  my  torn  heart !  a  brother  !  fure  I  know  not 
A  fiUei^s  love,  I  cannot  be  a  fiiler— 


Yet, 
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Yet,  if  thoo  art  my  brother,  gentle  youth, 
Tiiea  I  will  weep  for  thee . 

LoTHER.. 

O  let  mc  hold 

A  Mer  to  my  heart  ? 

Lena, 
pood  yoatii,  forbear; 

Embrace  not  milery — 

Lother. 
My  loft,  lo'/d  Mer,  welcome  to  my  breafl ! 

Lena, 
TijOD  haft  no  fifler  ;  and  I  have  no  brother. 
No  £athef,  and  no  iriend — I  ftand  alone 
The  propaty  cf  wee,  the  haplefs  vi<Sim 


Of 
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^Of  cruel  Fate  and  Folly— 

LOTHER, 

Cherifh  hope  : 

For  by  the  holy  verdure  of  this  grave. 

Where  Heeps  our  tender  mother,  thou  ihalt  be 

My  filler  Hill ^And  thou,  O  parent,  hear 

This  duteous  vow Mine  eye  ihall  never  reft, 

*Till  vengeance  reach  the  caufe  of  each  misfortane 
That  waits  thy  haplefs  daughter' 

Lena. 

Kind  in  vain  ! 

Let  us  no  longer  flain  with  idle  tears 

Thefe  flowers  that  fpring  upon  the  honoured  duft 

Of  Denmark's  Princefs, 

LOTHER. 

Let  me  then  condud  thee 

T0 
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To  fome  lefs  gloomy  fcene,  where  grief  colIe£ls  not 
Frefh  horrors  from  congenial  fhades  and  filence. 

Lena, 
Leave  me,  good  Prince !  thefe  melancholy  bounds, 
Thefe  regions  of  forgetfulnefs  and  death 
Are  the  fit  walks  of  forrow — Do  not  now 
The  cares  of  war  await  thee  ? 

LOTHER, 

But  to  fee. 

And  to  embrace  a  fitter,  never  feen. 
Never  before  embrac'd,  I  Hole  one  moment 
From  the  approaching  battle — ^Valdemar 
Already  riots  on  revenge,  and  feeds 
High  dreams  of  viftory,  fince  Oflan  fell 
Beneath  his  finglc  arm — Farewell  my  filler ! 

I  Fear 


[     >27    ] 

Fear  not  that  vengeance  fliall  repay  his  rapine, 
Live  and  encourage  hope— 

[Takes  up  the  dagger  as  he  goes  off, 

SCENE    IV. 

Lena. 

Is  Oftan  fairn  ? 

Ill-fated  youth !  I  fhould  have  griev'd  for  OUan,' 
Had  not  diftrefs  and  terror  fieel'd  my  heart 

To  every  foft  afFedlion— -He  was  brave 

He  lov'd  his  friend — He  lov'd — Ah  guilt  and  ruin  ! 

Ill-fated  youth  to  fall  by  Valdemar  ! 

And  glut  his  fell  revenge!     Yet  may  not  I 

Find  the  fame  horrid  fate  ?    No — Where's  my  fr Iend> 

Where  is  my  father's  gift  ?    Tho'  'twere  a  dagger. 

It  was  his  daughter's  portion— yet  his  fon 

Has  robb'd  her  of  it But  I  muft  not  lofe  it. 

[^Exit,  in  pur/uit  of  Lother, 
SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Bering,  Avilda. 

Beriko. 
This  hour  is  pinion'd  with  the  eagle's  plume. 
Danger  and  glory  dwell  upon  it's  wing. 
And  every  new  Ilroke  wafts  a  facriiice. 
To  the  fair  fhrine  of  honour — generous  prlncefs, 
Whofe  favour  is  the  glory  of  my  life, 
My  fours  firft  pride  and  treafure — fay,  what  cauii 
Withholds  me  now  from  the  united  force 
Of  Denmark  ?     Am  I  then  unworthy  deem'd. 
Once  a  deferter  from  my  honour'd  country. 
To  aid  her  arms,  or  join  her  jull  revenge  ? 

Avilda. 
Forget,  brave  youth,  what  never  would  employ 

4  Oue 
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Gne  memory  fave  your  own — Care,  only  care 

Of  your  diftinguifh'd  life Belov'd  by  Lother, 

Efteem*d  by  Afmond,  honour'd  by  Canute, 

Avilda  s  friendfhip,  following  the  regard 

Of  Denmark's  princes  would  confult  your  fafety. 

Bering. 
The  blazing  fceptre,  the  high-waving  plume 
Of  conquering  valour,  the  full  glow  of  joy 
That  flufhes  o'er  the  cheek  of  vidlory. 
Have  no  charm  equal  to  that  tender  care. 
That  condcfcending  kindnefs— — 

AviLDA, 

Then  avoid 

The  fate  of  Oflan  ;  nor  oppofe  thine  arra 
Singly  againfl  the  fword  of  Valdemar, 
But  wait  the  chance  of  battle       "   ■ 
Vol.  n.  K  Hekiho, 


Oflan*s  fate ! 


Is  now  determin'd- 
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B£RINO* 

AviLDA, 


Berino, 
By  th'  eternal  gods. 

It  muft  not — fhall  not  be — my  friend,  my  friend. 
My  OUan  is  not  fallen. 

AviLDA, 

Unwillingly 

rd  bear  unwelcome  tidings,  did  not  hope 

That  gentle  pity  might  relieve  the  pain 

Of  wounded  friendfhip— did  not  flattering  hopt 

That  I  might  footh  it's  angulfli,  and  rellrain 

Th'  incautious  hand  of  felf-expos'd  revenge, 

Pievail  o'er  other  motives 

Bering, 
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Bering, 
Oh !    Revenge ! 

Even  now  delayed  too  long !     Dear,  fallen  friend, 
Doft  thou  not  now  reproach  me  ?     Doft  thou  not 
With  cold  difdain  behold  my  loitering  fvvord. 
And  blaft  my  tr-dy  hand  with  all  the  curfes 
That  wait  on  broken  faith  ?     Princefs  farewell, 
A  few  loft  moments  more  may  take  for  ever 
The  means  of  vengeance  from  me. 

AVILDA. 

Loft,  indeed. 

The  moments  you  devote  to  me,  and  loft 
Thofe  cares  and  gentle  offices  of  love. 
Which  idly  hold  you  here. 


Bering. 


Sounds,  founds  of  magic  1 


K  2  En- 
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Enchantments !  Dreams !  Delude  not  my  loft  fcnfes ! 
Love Did  not  love  ■ 

AVILDA. 

The  word  unguarded  fell 


Yet  were  there  magic  in  the  found  of  power 
Thy  too  impetuous  valour  to  reftrain. 
And  hold  thee  from  the  deathful  field,  perhaps 
I  would  not  now  recall  it. 

Be  R I  NO. 
Proftrate  fee 

That  gratitude,  which  language  cannot  fpeak ! 
The  joy,  the  hope  of  long-extended  days 
Burfting  in  beams  of  tranfport  on  my  foul, 

It*s  feebler  lights  opprefs For  ever  here 

Here  let  me  dwell,  the  willing  flave  of  love, 
No  other  pafllon  Ihall  difpute  the  empire 


Of 
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Of  my  devoted  heart— No  other  guell. 
Save  friendihip,  find  admittance,  fair  Avilda, 
You  will  permit  me  ftill  to  love  my  friend—— 
Permit,  my  Oftan,  while  he  lives,  to  fhare 
My  due  affection 

Avilda. 
Favourable  error ! 
Would  it  might  laft  ! 

Bering. 
Permit  my  Oftan — Hah  ! 
Horror  and  death  !  where  has  delirious  fancy 
With  idle  dreams  fcduc'd  me — pale  he  lies — 
My  friend,  my  gallant  friend,  yet  unreveng'd— 
While  I,  in  luxury  of  hope  and  love, 
Confume  the  vacant  hour — O  injur'd  fhade  ! 
Negle(5led  truth  and  honour ! 

K  3  SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    VI. 
AviLDA,  Bering,  Lother. 

LOTHER, 

Valiant  Chief! 

Shall  thy  hand  loiter,  while  thy  bleeding  country 

Demands  it's  inflant  aid  ?  The  troops  of  Norway 

"With  rapid  fury  prefs  coward  the  palace. 

Already  have  they  broke  the  lines  led  on 

By  our  brave  Sovereign  ;  who  the  fhock  fufiaining 

With  too  adventurous  and  determin'd  valour. 

Beyond  his  weight  of  years,  by  cruel  chance 

Is  now  their  prifoner— 

AVILDA. 

My  aged  father ! 

Ah 
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Ah  wretched,  lofl  Avilda  !  'Twas  to  thee— 
To  thee  thia  fatal  accident  was  owing, 
When  all  mifplac'd  thy  fooli{h  fears  withheld 
Berino  from  the  battle;  let  me  fly, 
For  guilt  is  in  my  prefence ^ 

SCENE    VII; 

LoTHER,  Berino, 

LOTHER» 

More  fuccefsful. 

The  Prince,  my  father,  leads  his  valiant  Danes 
Againft  the  lines  of  Valdemar— To  you 
He  gives  the  charge  of  thofe  receding  troops 
Firll  headed  by  the  King — He  bids  you  rally 
The  fcatter'd  force,  and  at  the  leaft  fullain 
The  ihew  of  fome  refiftance— — • 

K  4  BsRiifo. 
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Bering. 
Am  I  worthy 

Of  fuch  diftinguifh'd  honour — Coward  fliame. 
Burn,  burn  not  on  my  cheek — Prince  I  attend  you, 

SCENE   vnr. 

Valdemar,  Norwegian  Officers. 

Valdemar. 
Vengeance !  O  traitrous  vengeance  !  thy  own  throne, 
Thy  temple  was  the  heart  of  Valdemar——^ 
There  thou  wert  worfliip'd  with  unwearied  prayer. 
Yet,  like  a  faithlefs  Daemon  as  thou  art. 
Haft  thou  betray'd  him — Curfe  the  frigid  fouls 
Of  thofe  Norwegian  flaves,  who  bafcly  fled 

6  Before 
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Before  the  fmooth-hairM  Dane — Firm  as  the  pine 
On  their  own  blafted  mountains  have  they  ftood 
When  rapine  urg'd  their  fordid  arms — but  oh  ! 
When  great  revenge,  when  wounded  honour  call'd. 
How  fhrunk  their  daftard  fouls !  Now  all  is  loft  ! 
And  but  one  glimpfe  of  vengeance  yet  remains. 
One  cur&'d  dear  hope  to  foothe  my  ftormy  foul ! 
Fly,  fearch,  my  friends,  around  thefe  winding  Ihades, 
For  here  by  fure  intelligence  I  find 
The  Queen  of  Norway's  hid — if  fortune  yield 
That  fair,  that  faithlefs  Dane  once  to  my  power, 
Here,  in  this  grove,  whofe  facred  horror  fhades 
The  Gods  of  Denmark  ;  whofe  old  arms  furround 
Her  Father's  palace,  and  defend  the  graves 

Of  all  her  Anceftors,  here  fhall  Ihe  fall 

Yet  not  'till  fatiate  with  delightful  infult. 
Ingenious  vengeance  wrings  her  tortur'd  foul 

With 
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With  more  than  Death's  own  bitternefs ;  nor  then, 
'Till  flufh'd  with  conqueft,  infolent  with  triumph, 
Th'  unconfcious  Afmond  fhall  return — By  Thor, 
By  mighty  Thor,  the  thought  is  worth  my  kingdom. 
Oh!  when  elate  with  victory  he  comes, 
Then,  at  that  glorious  hour,  before  his  eyes. 
Before  her  father's  eyes,  then  will  I  plunge 
My  poynard  to  her  heart ;  and  o'er  the  body. 
Say,  with  a  fmile,  J/mondy  behold  thy  daughter  ! 

Officer. 
My  royal  Lord 

Valdemar. 

Slave !  haft  thou  feen  a  Dane  ? 

Art  thou  too  a  Norwegian  ?  Coward  fear 

Dwells  on  thy  cheek— 

Officer, 
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Officer, 
I've  feen  the  Queen  of  Norway 

Valdemar, 
And  (he  has  made  thee  tremble — in  one  moment 
Let  me  behold  her 

Officer, 
She  is-— « 

Valdemar. 

r  [Q^cer  departs  and  immediate- 
In  one  moment-    \      (>'  .'•^''^^'^^/^'j^  other  officers, 

I       bringing  the  dead  body  of  the 
L      ^een  of  Norivay* 

She  faints  with  fear        Support  her— — 


Officer, 
My  dread  Lord ! 


Near 
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Near  to  the  Qneen  we  found  this  dagger  red 

With  recent  flains — ^More  of  her  death  we  know  not. 


Valdemar. 
Diftraflion  !  death !  off  execrable  flaves ! 
By  Earth,  and  Heaven  and  Hell  Ihe  Ihall  not  die— 
O  fled,  fled,  fled  from  my  revenge — now  fortune. 
Now  I  will  curfc  thee;  and  thou  feeble  Odin, 
Thou  helplefs  founder  of  my  wretched  race, 
O  for  the  lightning's  f^'ifteft  beam  to  blaft  thee 
On  thy  difhonour'd  throne ! 

SCENE    IX. 

Valdemar,  Asmond. 
[  /Attended  iy  Dan'tjh  foldien  nuho/elze  and 
carry  off  the  attendants  of  Valdemar, 

Esmond. 


ASMOND. 


Oh !  yes,  'tis  o*er- 


There  the  poor  vidim  lies — ill-fated  child. 
Farewell ! 

Valdemar. 
Perdition  on  thy  heart !  thy  child  ! 
'Tis  true  the  traitrefs  was  thy  child — She  was^ 
And  worthy  fuch  a  father — but  I  hop'd 
That  information  which  would  rend  thy  foul. 
Might  be  referv'd  for  me 

Asmond; 
Norwegian !  Hah ! 
Audacious  foe,  who  art  thou 


Valdemar, 
Thou  wilt  die 


V/ith  fear  to  know 


ASMONS* 
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ASMOND, 

The  King  of  Norway — no— - 

Tho'  all  the  ftorm-nurs'd  favages  that  range 

O'er  thy  wild  hills,  and  howl  for  human  blood  ; 

The'  the  dark  fiends,  that  fhake  the  reeling  earth 

And  breathe  blue  pellilence ;  the'  Hell  itfelf 

Holds  not  a  heart  fo  horrid,  I  rejoice 

To  meet  thee  here — — — • 

Valdemar, 
Afmond,  behold  thy  daughter! 

ASMOND. 

[Beckoning  to  his  attendants  t§ 
remo'ue  the  body  of  Lena. 
Thy  power  of  villainy  is  fpent,  but  tell  me 
If  by  thy  curfed  hand  the  viflim  fell— . 

Valdemar. 
That  I  could  wi(h  to  tell  thee— :^— 

As  MONO. 
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ASMOND. 

'Tis  enough 

For  the  bafe  motives  of  thy  hellifh  rapine 

X  afk  thee  not 

Valdemar. 
And,  therefore,  thou  fhalt  know  them-— 
In  the  records  of  Norway  ftill  fubfiUs 
An  ancient  prophecy,  that  when  her  Monarch 
Efpous'd  the  daughter  of  a  Prince  of  Denmark 
The  crowns  fiiould  be  united — £ndlefs  difcord 
Between  the  rival  kingdoms  fiill  prevented 
A  friendly  contraft — but  whate'er  my  means. 
Ambition  was  my  motive — Great  ambition 
To  reign  o'er  thee  and  Denmark — Yet  thou  prophet, 
Thou  falfe,  infidious  prophet  1  could  I  find 
Thy  execrable  dull — the  rapid  winds 
Should  rend  each  fleeping  atom ! 

ASUCKD* 


[     H4    ] 

ASMON.D. 

Falfe  he  was  not^— 

Henceforth  the  Crowns  of  Denmark  and  of  Norway 
Shall  be  united — Wouldft  thou  not  be  witnefs 
To  that  event  ?  then  render  to  my  fword 
The  life  thou  long  haft  ow'd  it— — 

Valdemar. 
[Draivs :  they  fight :  Valdemar  falls ^ 
Gods  of  Norway^ 
Am  I  prevented? 

ASMOND. 

The  fare  hand  of  juftice 

Has  fped  the  blow^  and  I  am  fatisHed. 

SCENE 


[     145    1 
SCENE    X. 

Canute,  Asmond,  Lother,  Bering, 

ASMOND. 

My  royal  father  too  return'd  in  fafety  ! 
The  Gods  are  gracious. 

Canuti. 
Are  thefe  facred  fhades 
Defird  with  flaughter  ?  Or  is  this  the  body 
OS  fome  brave  friend  ? 


AsMOND. 

"9'  1  ^■•■M  A     r\n/*A     ^n^      ic   «  n /v      f\^    ^T >^  —  ■■» >  *< ♦  » 

jL  was  once  wie  JVing  or  rNorway— 

Canute* 

Hal 

Vol.  IL                        L 

A^MO^.D 


[     M6    ] 

A  S  M  O  N  D . 

Here  he  hop'd  to  find  the  haplefs  Lena, 
And  glut  his  lavage  vengeance,  but  in  death 
She  firll  had  taken  refuge — To  my  fword 
He  yields — this  moment,  yields  his  forfeit  life. 

Canutjz, 
Tho'  'tvva<5  tliy  due,  I  envy  thee  the  blow. 
By  which  the  ruffian  fell. — At  lail,  my  fon, 
Our  conqueR  is  complete — and  tho'  ^tis  bought 
With  one  devoted  life  of  Denmark's  race. 
More  lafiing  peace  will  follow — Norway's  now 
A  province  of  our  own  :  for  the  whole  fore 
Of  Valdemar  was  fpent  in  this  invafion. 
Much  honour,  many  thanks,  my  gallant  fons, 
Await  your  valiant  deeds;   and  this  brave  Chief, 
Whofe  timely  aid  and  animating  fpirit 


Recall'd 


[     '47    ] 

Recaird  the  fcatter'd  troops,  and  refcued  me 
From  fhort  captivityy— What  meed  is  due 
To  fuch  diftinguifh'd  worth? 

As. MONO. 

Might  I  determine 

Make  him  your  viceroy  on  the  throne  of  Norway, 
And  let  the  fair  Avilda,  whofe  affedlion 
He  long  hath  won,  be  his  aflbciate  there. 

Canute. 
Thou  art  a  liberal  giver,  but  thy  bounty 
I  will  not  now  reflrain. 

Beri  tN-Q. 
O  let  me  offl'r 
My  trueft,  humbleft  duty  ! 

L  2  Lq. 
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LOTHER. 

Be  it  mine 

To  bear  the  grateful  melTage  to  Avilda  ? 
Be  Lother's  meed  to  make,  or  to  behold 
The  happinefs  of  others ! 

Canuti, 

Thou,  my  Afmond, 

Alone,  art  to  be  pitied — Had  Misfortune, 

With  all  her  train,  purfued  thy  haplefs  offspring. 

She  might  have  been  preferv*d — but  guilt  prevented  ; 

The   stings    op  Guilt   v^ound  deeper  than 

Misfortune. 
Yet  let  the  merits  of  thy  own  good  heart 
Defend  thee  from  diilrefs — the  fhield  of  Virtue 
Alike  {hould  fave  the  bofom  that  it  fhades 
From  inward  fufferirigs  and  from  outward  evils, 

THE   END. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


1-3 


[     151     ] 
THE 

DEATH  OF   ADONIS. 

From  the  Greek  of  BION*. 
MDCCLIX. 

A  DON  f£  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  Ihall  mourn  ; 
Adoms  dcnd,  the  weeping  loves  return. 
The  queen  of  beauty  o'er  his  tomb  fliall  fhed 
Her  fiowing  fcrrows  for  Adonis  dead  ; 

*  Bion,  the  pafloral  poet,  livpd  in  the  time  of  Ptolemy  Phila. 
delphus.  By  the  epithet  I^uufirai^,  every  where  applied  to  him, 
it  is  probable  that  he  was  born  at  SmjTna.  Mokhus  confirmj 
this,  when  he  fays  to  the  river  Meles,  which  had  before  wept  for 
Homer, 

»-■       ..—  \yv  7r:tXjv  aX?«y 


'rita  la.Ufvii(; 


It  is  evident  however  that  he  fpent  much  of  his  time  in  SicLJy. 
Mofchus,  as  he  ttlls  u?,  was  his  fcholar;  and  by  him  we  are  in- 
form'd,  that  his  mafter  was  not  a  poor  poet.  "  Thou  haft  left  to 
others  thy  riches,  fays  he,  but  to  me  thy  poetiy."  It  appears 
from  the  fame  author,  that  he  died  by  poifon.  The  beft  edition 
of  his  works,  is  that  of  Paris,  by  M.  de  Longe -Pierre,  widi  a 
French  iranilation. 

L  4  For 
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For  Earth's  cold  lap  her  velvet  couch  forego, 
And  robes  of  purple  for  the  weeds  of  wee. 

Adokis  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  (hall  mourn. 

Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  loves  return. 

Adonis  dead,  &c.]     Adonis,  the  farourlte  of  Venus,  was 
the  fon  of  Cynaras,  king  of  Cyprus.     His  chief  employment  wa: 
hunting,  tho'  he  is  reprefented  by  Virgil  as  a  ihepherd, 
Cvei  ad  Flutn'tna  paint  Adonis, 
He  was  killed  by  a  wild  boar,  if  we  may  believe  Propertius, 
in  Cyprus. 

— —  TercuJJit  Adonim 
Venantem  idalio  vertice  durus  Aper, 

The  anniverfary  of  his  death  was  celebrated  through  the  whole 
Pagan  world,  Ariftophanes,  in  his  Comedy  of  Peace,  reckons 
the  feaft  of  Adonis  among  the  chief  feftivals  of  the  Athe- 
nians, The  Syrians  obferved  It  with  all  the  violence  of  grief, 
find  the  greateft  cruelty  of  felf-caftigation.  It  was  celebrated  at 
Alexandria  in  St.  Cyril's  time  j  and  when  Julian,  the  Apoftate, 
made  his  entry  at  Antiocb,  in  the  year  362,  they  were  celebra- 
ting the  feaft  of  Adonis. 

The  ancients  differ  greatly  in  their  accounts  of  this  divinity. 
Athenaeus  fays,  that  he  was  the  favourite  of  Bacchvis.  Plutarch, 
maintains,  that  he  and  Bacchus  are  the  fame,  and  that  the  Jews 
abftain'd  from  fwlne's  flefh  becaufe  Adonis  was  killed  by  a  boar. 
Aufonius,  Epig.  30.  affirms  that  Bacchus,  Ofirii,  an4  Adonis 
afc  one  and  the  fame. 

§tretch'4 


Stretch'd  on  this  mountain  thy  torn  lover  lies. 

Weep,  queen  of  beauty  !  for  he  bleeds — he  dies. 

Ah !   yet  behold  life's  laft  drops  faintly  flow. 

In  dreams  of  purple,  o'er  thofe  limbs  of  fnow  ! 

From  the  pale  cheek  the  perifh'd  rofes  fly  ; 

And  death  dims  flow  the  ghaftly-gazing  eye. 

Kifs,  kifs  thoie  fading  lips,  ere  chill'd  in  death  ; 

With  Toothing  fondnefs  flay  the  fleeting  breath. 

'Tis  vain— ah  1   give  the  foothing  fondnefs  o'er  ! 

Adonis  feels  the  warm  falute  no  more, 
Adonis  dead,  the  mufe  of  woe  ftiall  mourn. 
Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  loves  return. 

His  faithful  dogs  bewail  their  mafter  flain. 

And  mourning  dryads  pour  the  plahitive  flrain. 

Not 

His  faithful  dogi,  ice-— The  queen  of  beauty,  &c.]     The  lines 
in  the  original  run  thus : 

Ayfioi  ayfiov  £X*(^  l^v  Hard  /un'pov  A'JaVic, 
Mii^tv  y  i  Kif^EpEia  <^EpE(  irsTtxapS'iav  ?Xx^i 
Kjr»ov  fAiv  ntifi  irai^a  <fiXoi  mu;  ufva-afTO, 
Kai  VufAfai  xhams-iy  tftiait;. 

The 
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Not  the  fair  youth  alone  the  wound  oppred", 
The  queen  of  beauty  bears  it  in  her  breafi. 
Her  feet  unfandal'd,  floating  wild  her  hair. 
Her  afpedl  woeful,  and  her  bofom  bare, 
Dillreft,  flie  wanders  the  wild  waftes  forlorn, 
Her  facred  limbs  by  ruthlefs  brambles  torn. 
Loud  as  (he  grieves,  furrounding  rocks  complain, 
And  echo  thro'  the  long  vales  calls  her  abfent  fwain. 
Ad::nis  her>rs  not:  Life's  laft  drops  fall  flow. 
In  ftreams  of  purple,  down  his  limbs  of  fnow. 
The  v;eeping  Cupids  round  their  queen  deplore. 
And  mourn  her  beauty,  and  her  love  no  more. 

The  two  firft  of  thefe  lines  contain  a  kind  of  witticifm,  which 

it  was  better  to  avoid. This  author  had,  however,  too  much 

true  genius  to  be  fond  of  thefe  little  affefted  turns  of  expreflion, 
which  Mufeus  and  others  have  been  induftrious  to  ftrike  out. 

Thefe  four  verfes  are  tranfpofed  in  the  tranflation  for  the  fake 
of  the  ccnneftion. 

D'tjlreji,  Jke  'vanderiy  &c.]  This  Image  of  the  forrow  of  Ve, 
nus  is  very  aft'etling,  and  Is  introduced  In  this  place  with  great 
beauty  and  propriety.  Indeed,  moft  modern  poets  feem  to  have 
obferved  it,  and  have  profited  by  it  in  their  fcenes  of  elegiac  wee. 

Each 


t     >55     ] 

Each  rival  grace,   that  glovv'd  with  confctous  pride, 
Each  charm  of  Venus  with  Adonis  dy'd. 

Adonis  dead,  the  vocal  hills  bemoan. 
And  hollow  groves  return  the  faddening  groan. 
The  fwelling  floods  with  fea-born  Venus  weep, 
And  roll  in  mournful  murmurs  to  the  deep : 
In  melting  tears  the  mcuntain-fprings  comply ; 
The  flow'r:,  lovv-drooping,  blufii  with  grief,  and  die. 

"ike fiveU'wg  Jlcoasy  &:.!  When  the  poet  makes  the  rivers 
mourn  for  Venus,  he  very  properly  calls  her  A^^oli'ra ;  but  this 
propriety  perhaps  was  merely  accidental,  as  he  has  given  her 
the  fame  appellation  when  ilie  wanders  the  defart. 

Tke flowers,  L-w-drcsphgf  blujio,  5:c.] 

PaleneTs  being  the  known  efTefl  of  grief,  we  do  not  at  firfi: 
ilght  accept  this  exprelllon;  but  when  we  confider  that  the  firfi: 
emotions  of  it  are  attended  v>ith  bl-jflics,  we  are  pleafed  with 
the  cbfci-yation, 

Cythera's 
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Cythera*s  groves  with  drains  of  forrow  ring; 
The  dirge  funereal  her  fad  cities  fing. 
Hark  !  pitying  echoes  Venus*  fighs  return  ; 
When  Venus  fighs,  can  aught  forbear  to  moarn? 

But  when  fhe  faw  her  fainting  lover  lie. 
The  wide  wound  gaping  on  the  withering  thigh ; 
But  ftreaming  when  fhe  faw  Life's  purple  tide, 
Stretch'd  her  fair  arms,  with  trembling  voice  fhe  cry'd: 
Yet  flay,  lov'd  youth  !  a  moment  ere  we  part, 
O  let  me  kifs  thee ! hold  thee  to  my  heart ! 

Cytbera's  groves,  ftcj 

navvei(  dva.  jivafxiui  %xt  afct  nloXiv  otiQ^tv  duht. 
This  paflage  the  fcholiafts  have  entirely  mifunderftood.    They 
jnake  Kv6r,fri  Venus,  for  which  they  have  neither  any  authority, 
tfie  Doric   nanoe   /he   borrows  from    that   ifland   being  alwajij 
Ku^Ejfi'fl,  nor  the  lead  probability  from  the  connefti«n. 

This  proves  that  the  ifland  Cythera  was  the  place  where  Ado- 
nis perifh'd,  notwithftanding  the  opinion  of  Propcrtius  and  otheri 
to  the  contrary, 

A 
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A  little  moment,  dear  Adonis  !  flay  ! 

And  kifs  thy  Venus,  ere  thofe  lips  are  clay. 

Let  thofe  dear  lips  by  mine  once  more  be  preft, 

'Till  thy  laft  breath  expire  into  fliy  bread  ; 

Then,  when  life's  ebbing  pulfe  fcarce  fcarce  can  more, 

I'll  catch  thy  foul,  and  drink  thy  dying  love. 

That  lafl-left  pledge  (hall  footh  my  tortur'd  breaft, 

When  thou  art  gone 

When,  far  from  me,  thy  gentle  gholl  explores 
Infernal  Pluto's  grimly-glooming  Ihores. 

Wretch  that  I  am !  immortal  and  divine. 
In  life  imprifon*d  whom  the  fates  confine. 
He  comes !  receive  him  to  thine  Iron-arms; 
Blefl  queen  of  death  !  receive  the  prince  of  charms. 
Far  happier  thou,  to  whofe  wide  realms  repair 
Whatever  lovely,  and  whatever  fair. 

The 
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The  fmilcs  of  joy,  the  golden  hours  are  fled  : 
Grief,  only  grief,  furvives  Adonis  dead. 

The  loves  around  in  idle  forrow  fland. 
And  the  dim  torch  falls  from  the  vacant  hand. 
Hence  the  vain  zone  !  the  myrtle's  flovv'ry  pride  ! 
Delight  and  beauty  with  Adonis  died. 

Why  didfl  thou,  vent'rous,  the  wild  chace  explore, 
From  his  dark  lair  to  rouze  the  tuflcy  boar  ? 
Far  other  fport  might  thofe  fair  limbs  eflay. 
Than  the  rude  combat,  or  the  favage  fray. 

Thus  Venus  grievM the  Cupids  round  deplore  ; 

And  mourn  her  beauty,  and  her  love  no  more. 
Now  flowing  tears  in  filent  grief  complain, 
Mix  with  the  purple  ftreams,  and  flood  the  plain. 
Yet  not  ill  vain  thofe  facred  drops  fliall  flow. 
The  purple  flreams  in  blufhing  rofes  glow  : 

6  And 
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And  catching  life  from  ev'ry  falling  tear. 
Their  azure  heads  anemcnies  (hall  rear. 

Butceafe  in  vain  to  cherifti  dire  defpair. 
Nor  mourn  unpitied  to  the  mountain-air, 
The  laft  fad  office  let  thy  hand  fupply. 
Stretch  the  IlifF  limbs,  and  clofe  the  glaring  eye. 
That  form  repos'd  beneath  the  bridal  veft. 
May  cheat  thy  forrows  with  the  feint  of  reft. 
For  lovely  fmile  thofe  lips,  tho'  void  of  breath. 
And  fair  thofe  features  in  the  fhade  of  death. 
Hafte,  fill  with  flow'rs,  with  rofy  wreaths  his  bed. 
Perifh  the  ilow*rs !  the  Prince  of  beauty's  dead. 
Round  the  pale  corfe  each  breathing  efTence  drew. 
Let  weeping  myrries  pour  their  balmy  dew. 
Perifh  the  balms,  unable  to  reftore 
Thofe  vital  fweets  of  love  that  charm  no  more ! 


Tis 
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Tis  done.— Behold,  with  purple  robes  array'd. 
In  mournful  ftate  the  clay-cold  limbs  are  laid. 
The  loves  lament  with  all  the  rage  of  woe. 
Stamp  on  the  dart,  and  break  the  ufelefs  bow. 
Officious  thefe  the  watry  urn  fupply. 
Unbind  the  buikin'd  leg,  and  wa(h  the  bleeding  thigh. 
O'er  the  pale  body  thofe  their  light  wings  wave. 
As  yet,  tho*  vain,  folicitoas  to  fave. 

All,  wild  with  grief,  their  haplefs  queen  deplore, 
And  mourn  her  beauty,  and  her  love  no  more, 
Deje6led  hymen  droops  his  head  forlorn. 
His  torch  extind,  and  flowVy  trefles  torn  : 
For  nuptial  airs,  and  fongs  of  joy,  remain 
The  fad,  flow  dirge,  the  forrow- breathing  ftrairn 
Who  wou*d  not,  when  Adonis  dies,  deplore? 
Who  wouM  not  weep  when  Hymen  fmiles  no  more? 
c  The 
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The  graces  mourn  the  prince  of  beauty  flain, 
Load  as  Dione  on  her  native  main : 
The  fates  relenting  join  the  general  woe. 
And  call  the  lover  from  the  realms  below. 
Vain,  hopelefs  grief !  can  living  founds  pervade 
The  dark,  dead  regions  of  eternal  fhade  ? 
Spare,  Venus,  fpare  that  too  luxuriant  tear 
For  the  long  forrows  of  the  mournful  year. 

For  the  Icng,  &c.]  Numa  feems  to  have  borrowed  the  cuftom 
ht  inftituted  of  mourning  a  year  for  the  deceafed  from  the  Greeks. 
For  though  it  is  faid  only  ten  months  were  fet  apart,  yet  ten 
jnonths  were  the  year  of  Romulus  till  regulated  by  his  fucceflbra 
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EXTRAIT   D'UNE  ODE  SUR  LA 
MEDIOCRITE. 
Par  M.  Gresset. 

O  E  D  U I  T  S  par  d'areugles  idoles 
Du  Bonheur ;  fantomes  frivoles, 
Le  vulgaire  &  les  grands  ne  te  fuivirent  pas. 

Tu  n'  eus  pour  fujets  que  fes  fages 

Qui  doiver.t  Teflime  des  ages 
A  la  fagefTc,  acquife  ca  marchant  fur  tes  pas, 

Tu  vis  naitres  dans  tes  Retraites 

C^s  nobles  et  tendres  poetes, 

Dont  la  voix  n'cut  jamais  forme  de  Tons  brillans. 

Si  le  fracas  de  la  fortune 

Ou  fi  indigence  importune 

Eut  trouble  leur  frience,  ou  cache  leurs  talens. 

Mais 
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THE  HAPPINESS  OF  A  MODE- 
RATE FORTUNE  AND  MO- 
DERATE   DESIRES. 

From  the  French  of  Mr.  Cresset. 
WRITTEN   IN    MDCCLX. 

/^GODDESS  of  thegclden  mean, 
^^^  Whom  flill  misjudging  folly  flies, 
Scduc'd  by  each  delufive  fcene ; 

Thy  only  fubjefts  are  the  wife. 
Thefe  feek  thy  paths  with  nobler  aim. 
And  trace  them  to  the  gates  of  Fame. 

See  fofler'd  in  thy  fav'ring  fhadc. 

Each  tender  bard  of  verfe  divine  ! 
Who,  lur'd  by  fortune's  vain  parade. 

Had  never  form'd  the  tuneful  line; 
By  fortune  lur'd  or  want  confm*d, 
Whofc  cold  hand  chills  the  genial  mind; 

M  2  U 
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Mais  en  vain  tu  fuyois  la  gloire: 

La  renomme,  et  la  viftoire 
Vinrent  dans  tes  deferts  fe  cholfir  des  heros> 

Mieux  formes  par  tes  loix  ftoiques, 

Aux  vertus,  aux  faits  heroiques 
Que  parmi  la  molelTe,  et  I'orgueil  des  faifceaux. 

Pour  Mars  tu  formols,  loin  des  villes 
Les  Fabrices,  et  les  Camilles, 
Et  fes  fages  vainqueurs,  philofophes  guerrlers 

Qui,  du  char  de  la  Diclature 

Defcendant  a  I'agriculture, 
Sur  tes  fecrets  autels  rapportoient  leurs  lauriers. 

Trop  heureux,  Deite  paifible, 

Le  mortel  fagement  renfible. 
Qui  jamais  loin  de  toi  a  porte  fes  defirs. 

Par  fa  douce  melancholie, 

Sauve  de  I'humaine  folic, 
Dans  la  veriie  feul  il  cherche  fes  plaifirs. 

2  ignore 
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In  vain  you  flight  the  flowery  crown, 

That  fame  wreathes  round  the  favour'd  head  ! 

Wliilfl  laurell'd  vi£lory  and  renown 

Their  heroes  from  thy  fliades  have  led  ; 

There  form'd,  from  courtly  foftnefs  free. 

By  rigid  virtue  and  by  thee. 

By  thee  were  form'd,  from  cities  far, 

Faericius  JLidj  Camillus  wife, 
Thofe  philofophic  fons  of  war. 

That  from  imperial  dignities 
Returning,  plough'd  their  native  plain, 
And  plac'd  their  laurels  in  thy  fane. 

Thrice  happy  he,  on  whofe  cilm  bread 
The  fmiles  of  peaceful  wifdom  play. 

With  all  thy  fober  charms  pofiefl:, 
Whofe  wiflies  never  learnt  to  ftray. 

Whom  truth,  of  pleafares  pure  but  grave, 

And  penfive  thoughts  from  fo^y  (dxe. 

M  3  I'ai 
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Ignore  de  la  multitude, 
Libre  de  tout  fervitude, 
II  n'envia  jamais,  les  grands  biens,  les  grand  nomsj 
II  n'ignore  point  que  la  foiidre 
A  plus  fouvent  reduit  en  poudre 
Le  pin  de  monts  ahiers,  que  Tormeau  dcs  valons 

Sourd  aux  cenfures  populaires, 

II  ne  craint  point  Ics  yeux  vulgaires. 
Son  ceil  pcrce  au-dela  de  leur  foible  horifon  : 

Quelques  bruits  que  la  foule  en  feme, 
II  eft  fatisfait  de  lui  mcme, 
S'il  a  feu  meriter  I'aveu  de  la  raifon, 

II  rit  du  fort,  quand  les  conquetcs 

Promenent  de  tetes  en  tetes 
Les  couronnes  du  nord,  ou  celles  du  midi : 

Rien  n'tiltere  fa  paix  profonde, 

Et  les  derniers  inftans  du  monde 
N'epouvanteroient  point  fon  cceur  encor  hardi. 

Amitic 
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Far  from  the  crowd's  low-thoughted  llnTe, 
From  all  that  bounds  fair  freedom's  aim. 

He  envies  not  the  pomp  of  life, 
A  length  of  rent-roll,  or  of  name : 

For  fafe  he  views  the  vale-grown  elm. 

While   thunder- founding   florms  the  mountain   pine 
o'erwhelm. 


Of  cenfure*s  frown  he  feels  no  dread. 

No  fear  he  knows  of  vulgar  eyes, 
Whofe  thought,  to  nobler  objeds  led. 

Far,  far  o'er  their  horizon  flies : 
With  reafon's  fufFrage  at  his  fide, 
Whofe  firm  heart  rells  felf-fatisfied. 

And  while  alternate  conqueH  fways 
The  northern,  or  the  fouthern  Ihore, 

He  fmiles  at  Fortune's  giddy  maze. 
And  calmly  hears  the  wild  llorm  roar. 

Ev'n  Nature's  groans,  unmov'd  with  fear, 

And  burfling  worlds  he'd  calmly  hear. 

M  4  Such 
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Amitie,  charmante  immortelle, 

Tu  choifis  a  fi  coeur  fidele 
Peu  d'amis  mais  conftans,  vertueax  comme  lui ; 

Tu  ne  crains  point  que  le  caprice. 

Que  Tinteret  les  defunifie, 
Ou  verfe  fur  leurs  jours  les  poifons  de  Tennui, 

Ami  des  frugales  demeures, 

Sommeil  pendant  les  fombres  heures, 
Tu  repans  fur  fes  yeux  tes  fonges  favoris  ^ 

Ecartant  ces  fonges  funcbres 

Qui,  parmi  I'eiFroi  des  tcnebres. 
Vent  reveille:  les  grands  fous  les  riches  lam  biis, 

C'ed  pour  ce  bonheur  legitime 

Que  le  modefle  Aedolonyme 
N'acceptoit  qu'a  regret  ie  fceptre  de  Sidon  : 

Plus  libre  dans  un  fort  champetre, 

Et  plus  heureux  qu'il  ne  fcut  I'etre 
Sur  le  trcne  edatant  des  ayeux  de  Didof. 

C'ea 
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Such  are  the  faithful  hearts  you  love, 
O  Friendship  fair,  immortal  maid; 

The  few  caprice  could  never  move, 
The  few  whom  intereji  never  fway'd  ; 

Nor  fhed  unfeen,  wi;h  hate  reiin'd. 

The  pale  cares  o'er  the  gloomy  mind. 

Soft  fleep,  that  lov'il  the  peaceful  cell. 
On  thefe  defcends  thy  balmy  power  ; 

While  no  terrific  dreams  difpell 
The  (lumbers  of  the  fober  hour  ; 

Which  oft,  array M  in  darknefs  drear. 

Wake  the  wild  eye  of  pride  to  fear. 

Content  with  all  a  fiirm  would  yield. 

Thus  Si  don's  monarch  liv'd  unknown, 
And  figh'd  to  leave  his  little  field. 

For  the  long  glories  of  a  throne- 
There  once  more  hnppy  and  more  free. 
Than  rank'd  with  Dido's  anceflry. 


With 
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C'efl  par  ccs  vertus  pacifiques 

Par  ces  plaifirs  philofophiquet 
Que  tu  fcais,  cher  R***,  remplir  d'utilcs  jours, 

Dans  ce  Tivoli  folitaire, 

Ou  le  Cher  de  Ton  onde  claire 
Vient  a  Taimable  Loire  afTocier  le  cours, 

Fidele  a  ce  fage  fifleme. 

La,  dans  I'etude  de  toimeme, 
Chaque  foleil  te  voit  occuper  tes  loillrs ; 

Dans  le  brillant  fracas  du  monde. 

Ton  nom,  ta  probite  profonde 
T*eut  donne  plus  d'eclat,  mais  moins  de  vrais  plaifirs. 


[     i7>    ] 

With  thefe  pacific  virtues  bleft, 
Thefe  charms  of  philofophic  cafe. 

Wrapt  in  your  Richmond's  tranquil  reft, 
Yoa  pafs,  dear  C ,  your  ufeful  days. 

Where  Thames  your  lilent  vallies  laves. 

Proud  of  his  yet  untainted  waves. 

Should  life's  more  public  fcenes  engage 
Your  time  that  thus  confiflent  flows. 

And  following  ftill  tliefe  maxims  fage 
For  ever  brings  the  fame  repofe ; 

Your  worth  may  greater  fame  procure. 

But  hope  not  happinefs  fo  pure. 
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SONETTO   CLXXrX. 

T  N  nobil  fangue  vita  umile  e  qucta, 
Ed  in  alto  intelletto  un  puro  core; 

Frutto  fenile  in  ful  giovenil  fiori, 

E'n  afpetto  pcnfofo  anima  lieta, 
Raccolto  ha  'n  quefta  Donna  'J  fuo  planeta, 

Anzi  '1  re  delle  fielle ;  e  '1  vero  onorc, 

Le  dcgne  lode,  e  '1  gran  pregio,  c  *1  valorc, 

Ch'  e  da  ftancar  ogni  divin  poeta. 
Amor  s'  e  in  lei  con  onefiate  aggiunto ; 

Con  Belta  naturale  abito  adorno; 

Ed  un  atto,  che  parla  con  filenzfo; 
E  non  fo,  che  negli  occhi,  che  'n  un  panto 

Puo  far  chiara  la  notte,  ofcuro  il  giorno, 

E  '1  mel  ani^ro,  ed  addclcir  V  afTenzio. 

A  SONETTO 
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SONNET    CLXXIX. 

MDCCLXV. 

>'"T^HO'  nobly  born,  to  humble  life  refignM; 

"^     The  pureft  heart,  the  moil  enlighten'd  mina; 
A  vernal  flower  that  bears  the  fruits  of  age ! 
A  chearfal  fpirit,  vvi:h  an  afpevTb  fage,— 
The  power  that  rules  the  planetary  train 
To  her  has  given,  nor  Ihall  his  gifts  be  vain. 
But  on  her  worth,  her  various  praifc  to  dwell. 
The  truth,  t;e  merits  of  her  life  to  tell. 
The  mufe  herfelf  would  own  the  talk  too  hard. 
Too  great  the  labour  for  the  happieft  bard, 
Drefs  that  derives  from  native  beauty  grace, 
And  love  that  holds  with  honefly  his  place ; 
Adion  that  fpeaks — and  eyes  whofe  piercing  ray 
Might  kindle  darknefs,  or  obfcure  the  day ! 

SONNET 
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SONET  TO    CCLXXIX. 

Xy  OTT  A  el'  alta  colonna,  e'l  verde  lauro, 
Che  facean  ombra  al  mio  flanco  penfero  : 
Ferdut'  ho  quel,  che  ritrovar  non  fpero 
Dal  Borea  all'  Auflro,  O  dal  Mar  Indo  al  MaurO; 

Tolto  m'hai,  morte,  il  mio  doppio  Tefauro, 
Che  mi  fea  viver  lieto,  e  gire  altero ; 
E  rillorar  nol  pud  terra,  ne  impero, 
Ne  gemma  oriental,  ne  forza  d'auro. 

Ma  fe  confentimento  e  di  deftino ; 

Che  pofs*  10  piu,  fe  no  aver  1*  alma  trifta ; 
Umidi  gli  occhi  fempre,  e'l  viCo  chino  ? 

O  nollra  vita,  ch'  e  si  bella  in  villa  ; 

Com'  per  de  agevolmente  in  un  mattino 
Quel,  che  'n  molt'  anni  a  gran  pena  s'aquifta ! 

SONETTO 
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SONNET- 

MDCCLXV. 

T?  A  L  L'N  the  fair  column,  blafted  is  the  bay, 
That  fhaded  once  my  folitary  fhore ! 
IVe  loft  what  hope  can  never  give  me  more, 
Tho'  fought  from  Indus  to  the  clofing  day. 

My  twofold  treafure  death  has  fnatch'd  away. 
My  pride,  my  pleafure  left  me  to  deplore ; 
What  fields  far-cultur'd,  nor  imperial  fway. 
Nor  orient  gold,  nor  jewels  canrellore. 

O  deftiny  fevere  of  human  kind ! 

What  portion  have  we  unbedew'd  with  tears  * 
The  downcaft  vifage,  and  the  penfive  mind 

Thro'  the  thin  veil  of  fmiling  life  appears ; 
And  in  one  moment  vanilh  into  wind 
The  hard-earn'd  fruits  of  long,  laborious  years. 

Vol.  11.  N  SON- 
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S  O  N  E  T  T  O    CCLVIL 

/^V  e  la  fronte,  che  con  picciol  Cenno 

^"'^     Volgea  '1  mio  core  in  quefta  parte,  e'  n  quell  a  ? 
Ov*  e  'i  bel  ciglio,  e  V  una,  e  1*  altra  ftella 
Ch'  al  corfo  di  mio  viver  lume  denno  ? 

Ov*  e  '1  valor,  la  conofcenza,  e  '1  fenno, 
L'  accorta,  onefta,  umil,  dolce  favella  ? 
Ove  fon  le  bellezze  accolte  in  ella, 
Che  gran  tempo  di  me  lor  voglia  fennc  ? 

Ov'  e  I'ombra  gentil  del  vifo  humano  ; 
Ch'  ora  e  ripofo  dava  all'  alma  flanca, 
.  E  la,  've  e  miei  penfier  fcritti  eran  tutti  ? 

Ov*  e'  colei,  che  mia  vita  ebbe  in  mano  ? 
Quanto  al  mifero  mondo,  e  quanto  manca 
A  gli  occhi  miei !  che  mal  non  fieno  afciutti. 

S  O  N  E  T  T  O 
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SONNET    CQLVlh 

MDCCLXV. 

TT  7 HERE  is  that  face,  whofe  flighteft  air  could 

^  ^  move 

My  trembling  heart,  and  flrike  the  iprings  of  love  ? 
That  Heaven,  where  two  fair  flars,  with  genial  ray, 
Shed  their  kind  influence  on  my  life's  dim  way  ? 
Where  are  that  fcience,  fenfe  and  worth  con  fell, 
That  fpeech  by  virtue,  by  the  graces  drefl:  ? 
Where  are  thofe  beauties,  where  thofe  charms  com- 
bin*d. 

That  caus'd  this  long  captivity  of  mind  ? 

Where  the  dear  Ihade  of  all  that  once  was  fair. 

The  fource,  the  folace  of  each  amorous  care ; 

My  heart's  fole  fovereign,  nature's  only  boaft  ? 

^— Loll  to  the  world,  to  me  for  ever  loft  ! 

N?  SONNET 
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SONET  TO   CCXXXVIIL 

SE  lamentar  augdli,  o  verdi  fronde 
Mover  foavemente  all  aura  clliva, 
O  roco  mofmorar  di  lucid'  onde 
S'  ode  d*  una  fiorita  e  frefca  rivai 

La,  'v  'lo  ieggia  d'  amor  penlbfb,  e  fcriva; 
Lei  che  '1  del  ne  moftro,  terra  n'  afcondc, 
Veggio,  ed  odo,  ed  intendo  :  ch'  ancor  viva 
Di  SI  lontano  a'  fofpir  miei  rifponde. 

Peb,  perchc  inanzi  tempo  tl  confume? 
Mi  dice  con  pietate :  a  che  pur  verfi 
Degli  occhi  trilH  un  dolorofo  iiume? 

Pi  me  non  planger  tu,  che  miei  de  ferii, 
Morendo,  ctcrni,  e  nell  'eterno  lume, 
Quando  moftrai  di  chiuder  gli  occhi  apcrfip 
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SONNET    CCXXXVIir, 

MDCCLXV. 

¥  T  TAIL'D  the  fweet  warbler  to  the  lonely  fhade  ; 
Trembled  the  green  leaf  to  the  fummer  gale  ; 
Fell  the  fair  ftream  in  murmurs  down  the  dale. 
It's  banks,  it*s  flowery  banks  with  verdure  fpread, 

Where,  by  the  charm  of  penfive  Fancy  led. 
All  as  I  fram'd  the  love-lamenting  tale. 
Came  the  dear  objedl  whom  I  ftill  bewail. 
Came  from  the  regions  of  the  chearlefs  dead : 

And  why,  ihe  cried,  untimely  wilt  thou  die  ? 
Ah  why,  for  pity,  fhall  thofe  mournful  tears. 
Start  in  wild  forrow  from  that  languid  eye  ? 

Cherifti  no  more  thofe  vifionary  fears, 

for  me,  who  range  yon  light-in  veiled  flcy ! 
For  me,  who  triumph  in  eternal  years! 

FINIS. 
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